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Mena! Send tor Big’ Money- 
Making Outfit FREES 


See How Easy 
It Is to Make 


“940° 
IN A DAY! 


Do you want to make more money 
in full or spare time . . . as much 
as $40.00 in a day? Then mail the 
coupon below for your BIG FREE 
OUTFIT, containing scores of 
fi fine quality fabrics, sensational 
| values in made-to-measure suits, topcoats, and sport coats. 
| Take orders from friends, neighbors, fellow-workers. Every 
j man prefers better-fitting, better-looking made-to-measure 
| clothes, and when you show the many beautiful, high quality 
| fabrics—mention the low prices for made-to-measure fit and 
| style—and show our guarantee of satisfaction, you take or- 
| ders right and left. You collect a big cash profit in advance 
j on every order, and build up a fine permanent income for 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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59 Embroidered 


on Special 
Label! 


Special extra fea- 
ture available— 
Wearer’s name can be em- 
broidered on silk label sewn 
right into garment—helps you 
make more sales. Everyone 














yourself in spare time or full time. 


No Experience Needed 


wants a personalized made-to- | It’s amazingly easy to take measures, and you don’t need 
measure suit. FREE Sample | any experience to take orders. Everything is simply ex- 
Case includes Personalized | plained for you to cash in on this wonderful opportunity. 
Name Label information— | Just mail this coupon now for big, valuable outfit filled with 
send coupon now—today! fine fabrics and everything else you need to start, including 
plans to get your own suit without l¢ cost. You'll say this is 
the greatest way to make money you ever saw. Rush 
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A the coupon below TODAY! 
YOUR OWN SUITS 
Ks ann . WITHOUT 1¢ COST! PIONEER TAILORING CO. 
os \ eee ; 
F Sig ."\ \) 14 BHAT ot ie Our plan makes it easy Congress & Throop Sts., Dept. C-1264, Chicago 7, Ill. 
LAQd' anos xsi «< for vou to get your own 
2 Ro ws™ Pra personal suits, topcoats Pes ws see eS See ee Ree eee ee eee eee eee 
€ we «ose aN all and overcoats without pay § PIONEER TAILORING CO., Dept. C-1264 ; 
>, yo ’ ger Pe ee arg ne Sake ra Congress & Throop Sts., Chicago 7, Ill. i 
= «Kn cash ea s. < of it! Not only 
AAW » do we start you on the road to making § Dear Sir: 1 WANT MONEY AND I WANT A SUIT TO ; 
\ big money but we also make it easy for § WEAR AND SHOW, without paying Ic for it. Rush De- j 
you to get your own clothes without paying one — tails, Valuable Suit Coupon, and Sample Kit with actual i 
penny. No wonder thousands of men write enthusiastic § fabrics ABSOLUTELY FREE. \ 
letters of thanks. : | 
JUST MAIL COUPON You don't invest a pen PERI. oc cccccincvcccevescvenccesesiveceenes Age... ..ceeeeee | 
, ny of your money now ' 1 
or any time. You don't pay money for samples, for ‘ 1 
outfits, or for your own suit under our remarkable a PN 5+ -es i cwsisinavnge benedmesitesesineessadeansiss renee i 
plan. So do as other men have done—mail the coupon s u 
now. Don't send a penny. Just send us the coupon. ER Re ae ee ae BOD. c co cccccccccsces ! 
bcnndoanunnegenwnmanmameaada=ann 
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SECRET SAVINGS! 


FROM 

















redericks 


WOLLYWOOD 








1430 No. Cahuenga 
Hollywood 28, Calif. 








#2980 FLUFF 
Chic chiffon over Rayon Taf- 
feta trimmed with dyed-to- 
match Maribou! Flame Red, 
Electric Blue, Black or Plum. 
Sizes 9 to 15. $19.99 








#2778 LA SHEER 
Bare your shoulders and snug- 
gle your curves — styling has 
expensive detail in ten inch 
hemline! Drip dry cotton. Light 
Blue, Coral, Turquoise, Black 


or Gold. Sizes 849 16. $7.99 





#2547 MAGIC LINE 
Your waist — to nothing 
in this slimifying, swishy 
taffeta sheath. Low criss-cross 
neck bares and flatters. Rayon 
and acetate. Black, Red, Tur- 
quoise. Sizes 8 to 20. $12. 99 

















#2472 ~=ILLUSION 
The almost nude look... excit- 
ing dress that's a girl’s best 
clinging friend. Nylon sheer, 
Rayon and Nylon matte jersey. 
Black, White, Coral. Sizes 8 
to 20. $17.99 





PADDED HIP 














PADDED 








#2556 INDIAN PRINCESS 
Doctor, lawyer, even an Indian 
chief, will like the way 
look in this dramatic taffeta 
check with the twinkling jew- 
eled buttons! Fits beautifully. 
Acetate. Black, Red. 


Sizes 8 to 16. $9.99 











 s4211 ATHENA 

Grecian glamour! Delicate 
pleats, falling to mid-thigh .. . 
Shirred close at the waist, 
shadowed with lace. Acetate 
Tricot, nylon pleating. Black 
Pink, Blue, Lilac. $2.99 


4108 TEATIME 
Lounge - ingly entertain with 
oriental charm . . . slim, slit 
skirt reveals trim-fit pants 
Gayly printed cotton. Blue. 
Rose, Lilac Sizes 10 to 18. 
$4.99 


#5162 HIP ENHANCER 
No need for ‘‘too slim hips’’ 

. hidden foam pads round 
out at hipline, help mask-out 
too heavy thighs. White. Waist 
sizes 22-30 inch. $5.99 


#3277 TWO TIMER 

Miracle under-an-ounce foam 
rubber pads fits into shaped 
pockets on hips and derriere 
and are YOUR SECRET! Knit 
Rayon Acetate Powerfiex. White 
or Black. 22 to 30 inch ove 


F3 3069 Four INCHER! 

That's right — this 84” rayon 
satin waist cincher will shave 
4” from the middle. Lightly 
boned with side hooking and 
laced front. White. Sizes 24 
to 32 Waist. $3 


I Ye. FASHION CATALOG 


WITH YOUR ORDER 

yOR SEND 25c FOR 

CURRENT ISSUE 
ea 50c FOR 18-MONTH 


MONEY BACK GUARANTEED* 
. purchase price refunded 


if not 100% satisfied 





#5073 COUNTER 
POINT 

Specially designed shel! cups 
combine with underwiring to 
shape and lift bust te NEW 
high pointed perfection with 
extra cleavage! Front hook. 
Acetate satin cups. Rubber and 
Polyester. Black, White. Sizes 
32 to 36 A, B, C. 


[1] 5039 cinch OFF 

That French flavor to UPIlift 
bosom, wasp your waist. Dram- 
atic Nylon lace over Acetate 
Satin, rubber Acetate, polyes- 
ter. Garters. Black, Red, Blue 
or = —— sizes 24, 26, 
28, 30, $3.99 





T% 43220 HIDDEN FLATTERY 
Removable foam rubber pads 
give you that rounded look. 
Rayon and cotton power net. 

Cut high up from thigh. white 
or Black. Sizes 23” to 30” 
waist. $6. 


a #90 “GAMIN" WIG 

Fresh from Paris! A wig in the 
favorite French ‘‘gamin” styie. 
Celanese Fibre that sets with 
spraynet! Washable Platinum, 
Blonde, Black, Brown. $7.99 


YOU CAN 


CHARGE IT 







AT FREDERICK’S 


Please send the following styles: (ORDER BY = NUMBER) 


#91 “JACKIE” WIG 
Be first! Wear this brand new 
“Jackie” wig ... styled in the 
bouffant manner! Celanese 
washes and sets with 
spraynet! Black, Piatinum, 
» Tawny Brown. $7.99 


VENUS 
Your bosom will rise like a 
goddess! Dainty stitched cups 
have secret plastic foam, 
— adjust to off-shoulder. 
White. Sizes 32 to 36A, 32 to 
388, 32 to 40C. 2 for $5.95 


Write the Credit Manager 
for complete details. 
DEPT. NO. 3809 
1430 WN. CAHUENGA 
HOLLYWOOD 28, CALIF. 
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| KNOW 6 GOOD REASONS 
i USING TAMPAX-DO YOU? 


|. Invisible, unfelt in place. 

2. Complete freedom of action. 

3. More poise, more confidence. 

4. No odor, no disposal problems. 

5. No need to remove while bathing. 

6. No chafing, no irritation. 

Millions of girls use Tampax for rea- 

sons just as simple, just as clear-cut 

und direct, as those above. Tampax® 
definitely ‘“‘the better, more modern 

way.” Your choice of 3 absorbencies 


(Regular, Super, Junior) wherever 
uch products are sold. 


TAMPAX fice 
Palmer, Mass. 
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WILLIAM P. GRAYSON 
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Cover Photo of Sakina Mohammed 
By G. Marshall Wilson 


Tan’s September cover girl is Sa- 
kina Mohammed, a_ 17-year-old 
model who plans to begin studies 
at a New York fashion institute 
and hopes one day to become a 
fashion designer. 
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May Was Enjoyed 


I have just finished reading the May issue 
of TAN magazine, and it is the greatest, from 
cover to cover. Your cover girl, the starlet Cia 
Dave, is very attractive, and also the article 
by Mrs. Oscar Brown Jr. was good, though 
too short. Why don’t you do a full story on 
Oscar Brown Jr.? I always enjoy the stories 
on entertainers. 

I can’t wait to get the next month’s issue, 
and each issue is getting better and better. 

Merle James 


Toledo, Ohio 


Having read every story in your May edi- 
tion of Tan, I can sincerely say, I enjoyed it 
very much, 

Keep up your good work, because it is indeed 
encouraging to read a magazine of such intel- 
lectual versatility. 

Miss Willie Mae Scott 
Florence, S. C. 


Your story, “Last Chance,” in May ’61 was 
outstanding in literary endeavours. Excellent 
climax. 

Dolores Hamilton 


Brooklyn, N. Y. 


Also June 


I would like to say that of all the magazines 
I've read, there’s none such as your TAN of 
June, 1961. It was great all through. At the 
end of the year there should be a voting on the 
best magazine published for the year, and this 
book would win hands down. 

And let's all give Mrs. Jackie Wilson a well 
deserved hand. I say her story is by far the 
greatest, and should be printed in newspapers 
throughout the world. 

R. J. Cregourt 
Los Angeles, Calif. 


I enjoyed reading the June issue of Tan 
magazine, and would like to congratulate Major 
Robinson, who told Mrs. Jackie Wilson’s story 
so well. She is a lovely lady, and seems to 
know the right answer for dealing with those 
who want to destroy her happiness. 

Also, the stories and other articles in the 
June issue were very good. best wishes, and 
keep up the good work. 

M. C. Turner 
Chicago, II. 


I am a regular reader of your TAN Magazine, 
and I think it is the best out. 
_T enjoy reading the stories which expose 
ignorance and misinformation, those which 
direct lovers toward decent romances and 
happy marriages, and those which tell young- 
sters the true and full facts of life. 

Please keep up this type of work which may 
serve to clear up some of humanity’s emotional 
problems. 


Miss A. Menig 
Paramaibo, Suriname 
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“Light up 


your skin with beauty!” 


says famous model Helen Williams 
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She uses Pond’s Vanishing Cream 


lighter, refines pores, does away with oily shine! 


Glamorous Heien Williams is as famous in Paris, 
where she recently modeled, as in New York! 
Helen says, “I love the light, golden look Pond's 
Vanishing Cream gives my skin. It feels so sooth- 
ing, too!"’ This gentle cream never irritates as 
harsh bleaching creams do. It smooths and 
softens your skin! 


Checks oiliness to discourage blackheads, too! 
Light, greaseless Pond’s Vanishing Cream re- 
fines pores, prevents oily shine. Use it by itself 
to give your skin a velvety finish, or as a base to 
keep make-up flawless. Light up your beauty 
with Pond’s Vanishing Cream! ai 










| am a constant reader of TAN magazine, and 
| would like you to put my name in your Pen 
Pals section. I am 17 years old, have long, 
black hair, dark brown eyes, medium brown 
omplexion. My hobbies are music, dancing, 
sports and sewing. Cooking, also. 
| would like to correspond with young men 
erywhere, from 18 to 21. I would also like 
hear from young ladies. I will answer all 
etters sent to me as soon as possible. I will 
ilso be very happy to exchange pictures upon 
equest for them. 
Odessa Shepard 
263 Adam St. 
Buffalo 6, N. Y. 


[ would love for my name to be added to 
our list of Pen Pals. I am 20 years old, 5’9”, 
ind my weight is 172 lbs. Prior to this day, 
| had never read any edition of your magazine, 
nd [| must say that henceforth I will be an 
irdent fan. 

| will enjoy correspondence with any young 
idy that cares to. 

Lonnie T. Cook 
2907 Linwood 
Kansas City 28, Mo. 


| am a reguiar reader of TAN magazine and 
would like to have my name published in the 
Pen Pal columns. 

[ am 17 years old, 5’7”, have dark brown 
hair, brown eyes, and medium brown complex- 
ion. I like all sports, dancing, music of all 
kinds, receiving and answering letters. 

[ would like to correspond with young men 
between the ages of 18 to 25 years old. I will 
inswer all letters. Please send photos if you 
nave any. 

Carolyn Howell 
8325 Colfax 
Detroit 4, Mich. 


| have been a constant reader of the famous 
Tan magazine for quite a while, and think it 
ne of America’s tops. I would like very much 
to have my name published in your Pen Pal 
ection. I would like to receive letters from 
boys and girls in the U. S. A. and other coun- 
tries, and of all races. 
| am 19 years old. I weigh 138 lbs., and my 
omplexion is light brown. My hobbies are 
reading, dancing, and singing. I will answer 
| letters as soon as received. 
Moses Kanide Popoola 
P. O. Box 458 
Kwame Nkrumah Ave. 
Accra, Ghana, W. Africa 


[ am a regular reader of TAN magazine, and 
would like very much for you to print my 
name in your Pen Pal column. 

I'm 16 years old, have dark brown eyes and 
hair, and | stand 5’1” tall. My hobbies are 
inging, dancing, and sewing. I would like to 
orrespond with young men between the ages 
of 16 to 23. I will answer all letters, and ex- 

hange photos if requested. 
Betty Brooks 
202 Court St. 
Mt. Clemens, Mich. 


[ am an avid reader of TAN magazine and 
have been for many years. I would be extreme- 


0 





PEN PALS 


(This page is reserved for all TAN readers who wish to make 


new friends, in the United States and elsewhere. Keep the 
letters coming—the more the merrier!) 


ly gratified if you placed my name in your 
Pen Pal section. 

I'm 19 years of age, and a sophomore in 
teachers’ college here. I’m 5/10” tall, and I 
weigh 185 Ibs. My interests include listening 
to records, dancing and writing letters. 

I would like to correspond with young ladies 
between the ages of 17-25. I will answer all 
letters promptly, and will be happy to exchange 
photographs. 
Sylvester Huggins 
3817 Cottage Ave. 

St. Louis 13, Mo. 


Hello! I would appreciate it very much if 
you would publish my name in the Pen Pal 
section of your magazine. I am interested in 
corresponding with young men all over the 
world. 

I am 17 years of age, have brown complexion 
and weigh 111 lbs. My hobbies are reading, 
dancing, and listening to music, especially jazz. 

Jo Anne Landers 
9511 Empire Road 
Oakland 3, Calif. 


My name is Leroy Richardson. I am a con- 
stant reader of your magazine Tan. If possi- 
ble, I would like to have my name printed in 
your column. 

I am 20 years of age, medium complexion, 
5/1114”, weigh 185 Ibs. I love all sports, my 
hobbies are dancing, crafts and Shakespeare. 
I would like to correspond with young ladies 
between the ages of 18 and 20. 

Leroy Richardson 

USS Van Voorhis (DE 1028) 
c/o Fleet Post Office 

New York, New York 


I would like you to please include me in 
your Pen Pal list. I am a junior in high school. 
I am 18 years old. I have a light brown com- 
plexion, dark brown eyes, and dark brown hair. 
I am 5/4” in height, and weigh 120 lbs. My 
hobbies are sports, dancing and movies, but 
my greatest one is writing. 

I am an ardent reader of your magazine. It’s 
TOPS. 

Gloria Nelly McKenzie 
20 East 116 Street 
New York 29, N. Y. 


You will not know me as such, but your 
magazines are quite known all over the world. 
I would appreciate it very much if you can 
enter my name in your Pen Pal section. I am 
25 years old, 5’8”, weigh 150 lbs. I have brown 
complexion, brown eyes, black hair. My hob- 
bies are sports, dancing, music and writing. 
Bertrand Johnson 

Ramdhani St. 

St. Margret Village 

Claxton Bay 

Trinidad, F.W.I. 


I am a regular reader of your TAN magazine. 
I enjoy reading the Pen Pals section very much, 
and I also would like to become a member of 
your Pen Pals club. 

I am 17 years old, weigh 115 lbs., am 5’3” 
tall, with light brown complexion, dark brown 
hair and brown eyes. My hobbies are danc- 
ing, rock and roll music, and all sorts of sports. 
I would like to correspond with young men 


between the ages of 18 and 21. I prefer army 
or air force young men. 

Miss Emma Robinson 

2430 Hopewell St. 

Shreveport, La. 


[ am an enthusiastic reader of your well- 
established magazine, TAN. I purchase it every 
month. 

| would appreciate it very much if you would 
print my letter in your Pen Pal section. I am 
22 years old, single, 6214”, 180 lbs., light com- 
plexion. I love sports, jazz, and am very inter- 
ested in electronics. I would like to correspond 
with girls between the ages of 18 and 25 re- 
gardless of race, creed or color. I also would 
like to exchange photos. 

Paul William Garnes 
10 East Berkeley St. 
Uniontown, Pa. 


I am a constant reader of TAN magazine and 
would be very grateful to have my name in the 
Pen Pal columns. 

I am 21 years old, 5'1”, and weigh 120 lbs. 
I have medium brown complexion, black hair, 
dark brown eyes. My hobbies are reading, 
writing. listening to music, dancing and sports, 
I would like to hear from young men regard- 
less of race, color or creed, between the ages 


of 19 to 27. 
Ella Marie Brooks 
705 20th Ave. 
Seattle 22, Wash. 


I am a constant reader of TAN magazine. 
[ would like to have some Pen Pals. 

I am a Negro, male, 5’3”, medium brown 
complexion, age 19, and I would like to cor- 
respond with girls from ages 16 to 21, no 
matter what race or nation. I talk on any 


subjects. 
Samuel Thompson, TN. Div. $-2 
U.S.S. Pine Island AV-12 
c/o Fleet Post Office 
San Francisco, Calif. 


It will be more than a pleasure if you will 
publish my name in your magazine. I am an 
ardent reader of TAN and enjoy it immensely. 

I am 21 years old, 5’7” tall, light brown com- 
plexion, dark brown hair, and brown eyes. 
Wishing to correspond with all nationalities, 
preferably males, frem 21 to 33 years of age. 

Patricia A. Cook 
1406 Druid Hill Ave. 
Baltimore 17, Md. 


I read TAN magazine and enjoy it very 
much. I’m in the U. S. Marine Corps. and at 
present am stationed in the Far East. I would 
be greatly honored if my name would appear 
in a future TAN magazine Pen Pal column. 

My preference would be to correspond with 
young women, age ranging from 18 to 22 years. 
I’m 5’10” tall, weight 160 lbs., brown compler- 
ion. My hobbies are photography, dancing, 
music and sports. All letters will be answ 
promptly and photos exchanged. 

Arthur M. Masoa 
Ration Co. ASD Ba 
3rd FSR(—) FMF 
c/o Fleet Post Office 


San Francisco, f. 
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By Eve Lynne 


EAR EVE: 

I am a girl 19 years old. I met 
and fell in love with a very handsome 
man 29 years of age, two months ago. 
First he told me he loves me, but he’s 
married. Next he said he’s not married, 
but he’s going to be married to another 
girl in July. 

Now I really don’t know what to think. 
Please help me. 

Confused 
Dear Confused : 

What are you waiting for, the next 
chapter in his true love story? I know 
what you should think, and also what 
you should say to the young man, and 
that is goodbye! 


Dear Eve: 

I'm 18 years of age, unmarried and 
have one child. I’ve dated my baby’s 
father for three years, and since then he 
has set several wedding dates. But when 
it comes close to the date, he always puts 
it off and sets another, and every time I 
say something to him about it, he always 
says it takes more than love for mar- 
riage. 

I believe he loves me but I don’t know 
whether to wait for him any longer or 
not. Because I also date another boy and 
he wants to marry, also legally adopt my 
child. I believe he loves me also, and he 
also shows a lot of interest in my baby. 
Please give me some advice. 


Miss Undecided 


Dear Miss Undecided : 
You could tell your child’s father that 
you two already have one of the basic 





ingredients of marriage—a family. How- 
ever, his reluctance to marry is a sign of 
the immaturity and indecision that has 
given you enough trouble. If your other 
friend is even a little bit older emotion- 
ally than your child’s father, better make 


him your choice. 


Dear Eve: 

I have met a fellow whom I like an 
awful lot, and my friends tell me they 
believe he likes me. The reason they say 
this is because when we meet he gives me 
a peck on the cheek and a tight hug as if 
friends of old have met once again after 
years of parting. 

I’ve been hurt twice before. | asked 
my brother should I write this fellow and 
express my feelings toward him. I think 
it is wrong, but my brother tells me 
never be ashamed of your feelings, if 
you care for one let him know, for he 
may care for you and be reluctant to tell 
you because everything you do is so 
business-like. He said the girl he is en- 
gaged to expressed her feelings to him 
first and he appreciated it for he cared 
for her but didn’t know how to tell her 
because she always acted to be a mere 
friend toward him. 

Eve, will you please help me? I want 
to win and not lose. 


J. S. L. 


Dear J. S.L.: 

First of all, give the young man a 
chance to express his interest in you, the 
hereditary right of the male to pursue. If 
you're sure he seems shy, there are many 
little approved feminine devices, age-old, 
to encourage him to speak up. However, 
writing him a letter to tell him of your 
own feelings is not advisable. 


Dear Eve: 

I like this boy Ill call X, even though 
I’m going with some else, Y. X used to 
like me and I started going with Y to 
make X jealous. 

Recently at a party (Y wasn’t there) 
X and I got along very chummy, and 
talked over our problems. I heard rumors 
that X still likes me, but what can I do? 
How am I to know for sure? X knows 
that I’m going with Y and I won’t quit 
Y because I’m not certain that X likes 
me or not. Please help me. I’m miserable. 


J. W. 


Dear J. W.: 

The best solution for your problem 
might be the introduction of a new 
quantity, Z. 





WHEN AMERICA 
SPEAKS 
WHO WILL LISTEN? 


For our country to be a world 
influence culturally, spiritually 
and scientifically requires that 
our young people be well edu- 
cated. We must look ahead and 
realize that we will need the 
leadership, the intelligence of 
every fine mind we can develop. 


This means that if America is to 
continue as the vanguard for 
freedom, our colleges and uni- 
versities must continue to grow. 
Yet even now many of them are 
overcrowded. And in ten years 
applications are expected to 
double because of our growing 
population. Many top-notch 
college teachers are leaving the 
campus for higher paying jobs 
in industry and business. 


You can help correct this situa- 
tion. 


Give generously—now—to the 
college of your choice, so that 
there will be room for all promis- 
ing students when they are ready 
for college. 





Learn more about our current col- 
lege crisis. Write for your free 
booklet, “OPEN WIDE THE COL- 
LEGE DOOR,” Box 36, Times 
Square Station, New York 36, N.Y. 





Published as a public service in coop- 
eration with The Advertising Council. 
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be DALLAS a wife of nine years greeted her husband, 


just returning from work, with a cheerful, “Did you 


ask Mr. Kerson for the raise today? I wish you had more 
nerve—he’s not going to fire you for asking—and we do 
need a new vacuum cleaner.” In New York a young 
housewife was saying, “Why can’t you hang up your 
clothes? I’m tired of always picking up after you—you’re 
worse than little Tommy.” And in Chicago a sweet young 
bride lifted a radiant face to her husband of two minutes 
and whispered, “Stand a little straighter, dear.” 

These women have one thing in common—a strong 
desire to reform their husbands, to turn them into some- 
thing closer to the perfect husband, but unfortunately 
all too often something that he is not and will never be. 
The wife who nags, who needles and pressures, may 
succeed in achieving an improvement, but it will usually 
only be temporary and the after-effects will not be worth 
the change. 

Mrs. K. was a young housewife whose husband had one 
annoying habit: he liked to work around the house but he 
would always lose interest in the job before it was finished. 
His workshop in the basement was filled with half-finished 
tables, lamps and shelves; the kitchen walls were three- 
quarters painted; and half of the contents of the attic 
neatly sorted and stacked, the other half a hopeless jumble 
of confusion that extended part way down the stairs. 
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Never was any job finished without days 
of nagging and arguing. the house an 
open battleground, and then the job was 
done grudgingly, halfheartedly. 

Mrs. K. didn’t know it but, although 
her constant nagging eventually got the 
work done, it also succeeded in making 
her husband feel unhappy, ashamed and 
resentful. The feeling of shame which 
she caused is a painful emotion, and one 
that cannot be tolerated for long without 
resentment. And this leads to friction 
and tension in the marriage. Further, 
the basic problem—his leaving his work 
half-finished—was not affected at all. 
After days of nagging, Mr. K. might fin- 
ish the job he started, but a week later 
he would be starting another one with no 
intention of finishing it. 

Nagging is something in which very 
few wives have not at some time in their 
marriage indulged, yet almost no wife 
has to be advised against it. The effects 
are altogether too apparent. The hus- 
band whose home has nothing to offer 
but dissension and criticism can do one 
of several things. He can become the 
henpecked hubby who hurries home 
every evening at five, who is content to 
continue in a mediocre job because he 
has lost his self-confidence, and whose 
life outside of work consists in dodging 
the barbs of a critical wife and ignoring 
the nagging. 

‘Or he can become that morose figure 
sitting alone in a bar late at night nurs- 
ing a shot glass, with nowhere to go but 
home and no desire to go there. Or, he 
can do what the greatest number do; he 
can find someone else. As one husband 
put it: “When a husband’s ego has been 
hurt by the little woman, when the words 
of praise that would help soothe away 
the cares of the world don’t come from 
his wife, you can be sure there are plenty 
of women who will gladly take the wife’s 
place in this department and build the 
man up to where he thinks he is the 
greatest. And you can be sure he will 
find himself wanting to be with this per- 
son as often as he can . . . The female 
who nags her man has already lost him 
or is well on the way to losing him. 
Needling your man is just plain suicide, 
girls.” 


CAN YOU REFORM YOUR HUSBAND? 


How then does a woman whose hus. 
band has annoying habits improve him? 
How does Mrs. K. get the rest of the 
kitchen walls painted, or the attic 
cleaned? It’s a difficult job at best, 
marriage counselors agree, and one that 
many women shouldn’t tackle. Only by 
forming a kind of alliance with his self. 
esteem can a wife improve her husband; 
by managing to build up his pride in 
himself and his home, the roots of his 
fault are torn out, and whatever im 
provement he makes will generally 
endure. 

There is, however, another easier way 
of solving the problem, and that is— 
simply don’t expect your husband to be 
perfect. He wasn’t perfect before that 
march down the aisle, and he won’t be 
perfect after it, no matter how much 
guidance you give. Too many women 
begin planning the kind of perfect mate 
they will make of their husband even 
before they get back from the honey- 
moon, when the actual fact is that the 
faults they have will probably be with 
them on their golden wedding anniver- 


sary. 

“And,” as one husband adds, “try to 
remember that no one is perfect, not 
. . Take a good look 
at yourself before you start trying to 
change your husband’s habits. There 
may be a few habits of your own your 
husband would like to alter, but he’s 


smart enough to know not to try. Re 


even you women . 


member, he married you in spite of your 
faults because he loved you; and he trusts 
you did the same.” 

It is only with a mutual recognition 
of the need for improvement that a 












































woman can help her husband improve; 
and even then it is with a man who wazts 
to improve—usually a much more set 
ous weakness than untidiness or half 
finished jobs—and just needs that extra 
strength that a wife helping him gives 

It’s not an easy task to try to heb 
a husband, and for mino 


offenses fortunately not necessary; it 


reform 


most cases it’s the marriage, and not the 
husband, which is at fault, and a second. 
closer look at yourself is often all thats 


THE END 


necessary. 





even | 
singer 

Pia 
New | 
son we 

Wh 
millioy 
latest | 





or way 
it is— 
| to be 
‘e that 
on’t be 

much 
women 
t mate 
d even 
honey- 
rat the 
e with 


nniver- 


“try to 
ct, not 
»d_ look 
ring to 

There 
n your 
ut he’s 
'y. Re 
of your 
e trusts 


gnition 
that a 
iprove; 
o wants 
re sefi 
yr half 
at extra 
n gives. 
to help 

mino! 
ary; 
not the 
second, 
| that is 
E END 








On The Recoré 


ILL HENDERSON/Bill Henderson (Vee Jay) : Ever since Bilt 

big with his waxing of Senor Blues and Joey, there has been more than 
amild clamor for his reappearance on records. This disc should satisfy the many 
fans of the Chicago song stylist who started his stage career at the age of four doing 
asinging and dancing stint with accordionist Phil Baker only to have his mother 
nip that act in the bud by refusing to let him leave the Windy City when the show 
left town. 

Basically a dancers’ album. Bill’s latest contains the familiar My, How The Time 
Goes By: True Love, The More I See You, Am I Blue, Never Kiss And Run, Sweet 
Georgia Brown, | Can’t Give You Anything But Love, and The Twelfth Of Never, 
plus an unfamiliar lament called Old Man. 

The smoothness and polish of the album are proof of Henderson’s desire to im- 


prove himself. Last year. after winning the new talent category in Down Beat’s In- 
temational Jazz Critics’ poll, Bill declared: “I’m concentrating on what I call the 
productive thing. I want to improve every facet of my work, my intonation. my in- 
lerpretation of lyrics. the developing of my material . . .” 

These things he is steadily accomplishing, and the result is a tribute to his natural 
talent and his concern about himself as a performer. Few people giving him a casual 
listen have any idea how tough a row he has had to hoe. Coming out of service in 
1952 after touring the U. S. and Europe with a special service unit, Bill had enter- 
tained across the world only to find himself unwanted at home. 
even Joe Williams,” 
singers weren’t making it.” 

Pianist Billy Taylor heard him in 1955 and promised him help should he get to 
New York. There. despite Billy’s efforts, things were slow happening and Hender- 


“The good people, 


he recalls, “were being buried under rock and roll . . . good 


son worked both as a shrimp picker and a chimney sweep to try to wangle auditions. 

Whether or not he will ever be a smash performer, or wax a disc that will sell a 
million, remains to be seen. But Bill Henderson has arrived, and the show on his 
latest Vee Jay release is well worth the price of admission. 
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“Meeting all kinds of people in my 
work, I must be prepared for critical 
eyes. Since I have changed to Black 
and White Vanishing Cream, I know 
that my make-up is fresh looking 
and neat at all times.” 


Mra Jahns Wlarters 


Houston, Texas 


If greasy lotions and foundation creams 
cause your make-up to smear, now try 
wonderful Black and White Vanishing 
Cream. It’s non-greasy, the perfect 
base for make-up. Keeps you looking 
your freshest and best 
at all times, without 
bothersome retouching. 
@ Remove make-up with Black 
and White Cleansing Cream. 
Soften your skin with Black and 


White Cold Cream. Generous 
jars—only 35¢ each. 


.—3 
BLACK and WH 








VANISHING CRE 


CHILDLESS= 


You 


Amazing new Predictor is the scientific guide to 
the Rhythm Method of Control. Shows at a glance 
your fertile and non-fertile days. No dials, no mathe- 
matics, no drugs, no exercises. Automatically adjusts 
to your individual cycle. Ten day money back guor- 
antee. Send $1.98 to THE PREDICTOR CORPORATION 
Dept. T-9, Box 76, Bowling Green Station, New 
York 4, N. Y. 


can Have children 








POEMS WANTED 


Best songs recorded FREE 
with 7-piece orchestra. We 
write music, Send poems 
— FREE examination. 


HEAR WHAT WE'VE DONE 
FOR OTHERS . 
WRITE TODAY FOR 


SONGMAKERS 


® Dept. T, 1472 Broadway, New York 36, N. a 
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SIMULATED DIAMOND 


1017), ENGAGEMENT and WEDDING RINGS 
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“ of 2 rings 
- Only 41 per set 
Ly You'll love these rings—the simulated 
diamonds look like a 


plu: ai 

\ mT 1, § Pa ee 
3 / pay all postage. GUARANTEE: Wear 
ae . If not pleased return 
[an for refund. White or yellow sold 
color effect or sterling silver mount- 
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into DOLLARS! 


NEW songwriters, poets share $33 millions 
yearly. Songs Composed, PUBLISHED, 
Promoted. Appraisal, info FREE from. 


NORDYKE Music Publishers ¥ 
6000 Sunset. HOLLYWOOD 28E, Calif. 


Shrinks Hemorrhoids. 
New Way Without Surgery 
Stops Itch— Relieves Pain 


For the first time science has found a 
ew healing substance with the astonishing 
lity to shrink hemorrhoids and to relieve 
— without surgery. 
In case after case, while gently relieving 
2in, actual reduction (shrinkage) took place. 
Most amazing of all—results were so 
horough that sufferers made astonishing 
atements like “Piles have ceased to be a 
problem!” 
The secret is a new healing substance 
(Bio-Dyne®)—discovery of a world-famous 
search institute. 
his substance is now available in sup- 
sitory or ointment form under the name 
eparation H®. Ask for it at all drug 


inters. 












LA DOLCE VITA 


From its amazing beginning to its sensational ending, the Italian film La Dolce 
Vita (The Sweet Life) is a startling, fascinating, three-hour exposé of life in Rome 
as seen through the activities of a free-wheeling newspaperman. Created by the 
famous Italian neo-realist film maker Federico Fellini at a cost of $1,000,000, the 
production uses more than 800 people, features stars of a half-dozen nationalities 
speaking three languages, and is staged in 80 sets ranging from the ancient Baths 
of Caracalla to a modern apartment house in the city between Rome and the sea 
which Mussolini started. 

The most controversial film of 
the day, La Dolce Vita is strictly 
for adults. Fellini is noted for his 
mastery of contrasts, his uncanny 
ability to find off-beat and bi- 
zarre occurrences which expose 
both the little and gross facets of 
life. His screen-play is ultra so- 
phisticated and licentious, filled 
with the orgies of the depraved. 
Its impact is violent. Its irony is 
grim. Its wit is sardonic. Its 
pathos is awesome. 





Startling, fascinating. 


The central figure, newsman Rubino, is played by handsome, talented Marcello 
Mastroianni, and in the excellent cast are bosomy Anita Ekberg as a visiting Holly- 
wood star; Anouk Aimee, a nymphomaniac heiress; Yvonne Fourneaux as Mar- 
cello’s mistress; Negro singer Gloria Jones, and Negro dancers Archie Savage (the 
film’s choreographer) and Leo Coleman. 


THE GUNS OF NAVARONE 


In the movie, The Guns Of Navarone, Columbia Pictures carries international 
film-making to a new level. Written and produced by American Carl Foreman (also 
responsible for the memorable Home Of 
The Brave, Champion, etc.), the film was 
directed by Britisher J. Lee Thompson, has 
a score composed by Greek composer 
Manos Hadjidakis, and is acted with dis- 
tinction by a fine cast drawn from half a 
dozen countries. 

With ample Columbia financing, Fore- 
man spent five months producing the pic- 
ture in Athens, London and the Aegean 
Island of Rhodes, the authentic setting of 
Alistair MacLean’s best-selling novel of the 
1943 war epic. 

Briefly, the story relates how six “very 
good men” headed by world-renowned 
mountain climber Gregory Peck are as- 


Distinctive, memorable. 


signed the almost impossible mission of reaching the German-held Island of Nav § 


rone, where two immense guns are mounted, threatening annihilation. 


To reach the guns the men deal with enemy agents, battle a German patro! boat 


survive a savage storm and climb the towering cliffs of Navarone. Capture by the 
Germans and betrayal by a planted spy would seem to seal the fate of this cour 
geous band but in an exciting finish the film proves that there are no difficulties ové 
which courageous free men cannot triumph. 
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|" CHICAGO, ILL., a lady stepped out of her bathtub. Just as she was reaching 
for the towel she became aware of a window-washer looking at her. She was so 
stunned that she couldn’t move, and just kept staring at the man. “What’s the 
matter. lady,” he finally asked, “haven’t you ever seen a window-washer before?” 


* * * 


In Jacksonville, Fla., Will Rogers Perry didn’t have a complaint about the 
12-year jail sentence he received for a $4,830 safe robbery. But he was upset about 
the fact that street workers paved over the spot where he buried $2,500 of the loot. 


* © w 


In Interlaken, N. Y. , charged with leaving the scene of an accident after his auto 
sideswiped another car, Theodore Tuttle arrived to face charges pressed by the 
victim, only to discover it was his wife. 


a * * 


In Cleveland, Ohio, an unidentified man who left a stalled car in heavy traffic on 
acity street had a good excuse, but wound up in jail anyway. As a patrolman ran 
after him shouting, “Hey, you can’t leave that car here,” the man yelled back that 
the car didn’t belong to him. And it didn’t. It was stolen. 


* * * 


In Daytona Beach, Fla., after fist-fighting broke out between two rival factions 
in a local church, authorities ordered the church closed. Name of the institution: 
Greater Friendship Baptist Church. 


* * « 


In Jackson, Miss., presuming that she was not coming back, William Horton 
recently filed suit and was granted a divorce on a comlaint that his wife deserted him. 
Mrs. Horton left him in 1929. 


” ” * 


In Philadelphia, Pa., 32-year-old James Scott has a new respect for the police. He 
arrived at a police station to report that he had been robbed of a wrist watch and 
his cigarette lighter, and already there undergoing questioning was 25-year-old 
Herbert McClearly, whom Scott was accusing of the robbery. 


* * * 


In Montgomery, Ala., a 61-year-old man, who told police that his wife blasted 
him in the posterior with a shotgun because he came home late from work, refused 
to press charges against her because, “I don’t want to put my bride in jail.” 


* * * 


In Houston, Tex., Mrs. Theresa Conly encountered a mouse and screamed. Her 
second scream was too much for the mouse: it dropped dead. 


In Chicago, Ill., light heavyweight Allen Thomas ended his eight-win victory 
streak without even stepping into the ring. Reason? He failed to show up for the 
weighing in and the card was cancelled. 
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Your skin was lovely the day you were born. 
Has sun, wind, externally caused irritations 
and time caused your —_ to darken, Seow 
blotchy, bumpy, ro’ . coarse areas ear 
Guard * m Lema outhful Itok. It om add 
so much to your self-confidence. Give your 
skin a chance. Try Be-Gone Bleach Cream. 


Science has uncovered a to help speed 
the natural peeling of the skin which leads 
to a baby freshlike brightness and thrilling 
lightness to your skin. This HYDROPHILIC 
FORMULA actually softens, smoothes, tight- 
ens s' pores, helps prevent externally 
caused irritations, bumps, and best of all 
lightens skin tones gloriously. Try Be-Gone 
Bleach Cream and you are not convinced 
that your skin is lighter looking, healthier, 
more resilient and alive than ever, your money 
will be cheerfully refunded. You can’t lose. 


Gold Medal of Sheepshead Bay 

Dept. YS-1. Brooklyn 35, N.Y. 

Send me the Latest Doctor’s Beauty 
Booklet al with ea jar of the Hydro- 
philic Form Be-Gone Skin Bleach. If 
I am delighted and pleased with the 
results of this new formulae, I will tell 
my friends. This trial is guaranteed to 
please me or my money back within 30 

8. 


y 
On delivery I will pay $1.50 plus 


postage ehengee, 
D0 Enclosed find $1.50. Send everything 
to me postpaid. 
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LEG SUFFERERS 


Why continue to suffer without attempt- 
ing to do something? Write today 
Booklet— 


for New 
““THE LIEPE METHODS FOR 


Leg Sores. Liepe Methods 


used while you walk. More than 60 years of 
success. Praised and en- FREE 


we rE BOOKLET 
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BE if | could have talkedto Mom then—I wanted her to put her arms _ ter. and warm sweet rolls. 
morning I’d never have run about me and hold me close and tell me The coffee was perking merrily when 
T tried to. I wanted to tell her she understood, and that no matter what 1 came downstairs and Mom called, “Set 
jimmie and me and what hap _iI’d done she loved me. ... the table. Bette. And use the yellow 
and how ashamed and scared | But how could I expect that to happen mats and the sprigged dishes. Pete like 
now when she never did any other time. a pretty table on Sunday.” 
all she did was to nag about how I'd tried all morning to get her by her- And then he walked into the kitchen. 
fades were going down—and how self, but Sundays, when she was home _ beaming at Mom and pulling her into his 
ed as though I’d been pulled from her job at Bullock’s big store. she arms for a kiss. 
a knot-hole. and why didn’t had a million things to do. First. of “M-m, smells good!” he smiled. Ané 
) eat more! course, cooking breakfast for my step- then he turned. “Good morning, Bette. 
anted totalktoher. And morethan dad the way he liked it—ham with fried But he didn’t waste a smile on me. 
hing else in all the world—right pineapple. and the eggs steamed in but- After breakfast when Pete said he'd d 
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hen 
llow 
likes 


her 


) his 


And 


dd 


he dishes so I could get ready for church 


ilmost blew up. It was just that this 


was so important to me. And when he 


stepped outside for a minute I said sul- 


‘nly. “Mom, I’ve got to talk to you. Can’t 
u get him out of your hair long enough 

sit down for a minute with me!” 
Mom just laughed. “Oh, Bette, you’re 
ealous. We'll talk tonight when Pete and 
come back from the Andersons’.” And 
hen she teased, “Couldn’t be you’re 
issing Jimmie!” 

“| hate him!” I muttered, and turned 


Jimmie and I were 
together nearly 
every minute 
doing little things. 
kidding around 
was just as if 
we'd always known 


each other 


Too-Loving 


Teen 






























Too-Loving Teen 


Kver since Mom had married Pete 


she never had any 


now | needed her 


my room, it hen we come 
the Andersons’! | thought 
When the house ts cleaned. 
and | Time for everything 
Well. I'd show her. my thoughts 


it. | wouldn't be here when they 


iCK 


| should have been used to be- 
ut and pushed aside. If vou 
ised to things like that. | was 
veing lonely, too, and longing for 


| didn't get. Used to it. mavbe 


ilwavs hoping and praving that 


ould change. 
myself across the bed. | wasn't 
church this morning. | had 
ans And as I lay there. 
| resentment and heartache all 
» inside of me. | thought how it 
before my own Daddy had his 
d was sick for so long. Mom 
vould play with me and love me 
very night Mom would cuddle 
call me her little Pette. And 
ould come home from work and 
ip and nuzzle his face against 
til Pd squeal with delight. And 


d kiss me and call me his pre- 


ifter he was sick everything 


He was almost helpless. and 


ried to take care of him herself. 


he worked awfully hard and was 
worried. We were sort of poor. 
Daddy not working. and Mom 
ed to do a little sewing to help 
was always sweet and kind to 
ind when she wasnt too busy 
by his bed and read to him and 
ilk. But she seemed to forget that 
re. And sometimes she'd be real 
th me and scold. “Run out and 
ther me with vour foolish ques- 
Or maybe if | was playing she'd 
n't you be quiet! You'll wake 
el up. ; 
tip-toe about. and sometimes 


nto the bedroom where Daddy 





time for me, and 


for so much... 


was lying. so pale and thin-—and if he 
was awake hed give me a wan little 
smile. And then I'd run out and sit on 
the steps and watch the kids across the 
street plaving and laughing and shout- 
ing. But | never joined them. | never 
seemed to want to... . 

Even as | grew older and was in school 
| never seemed to make friends. Maybe | 
was too shy to make any overtures. or to 
accept any that were made to me. | used 
to wonder if there was something about 
me that the kids didn’t like—-and Ud 
want to talk to Mom about it. But | didn't 
dare. 

When | was thirteen Daddy died. And 
after that Mom started working in the 
store. But nothing changed for me. 

At first she grieved a lot for Daddy 
and like always | was pushed away. She's 
never loved me, Vd think forlornly. or 
she'd need me now. Want me near her. 
loving her. But all she seemed to care 
about was her work. and she'd talk about 
how well she was doing and how much 
the buver liked her and how maybe 
someday she'd be assistant. 

Then she met Pete Stearns and started 
going with him. and she had even less 
time for me. less interest. less love. if 
that were possible. 

But a vear later when they were mar- 
ried | was real happy about it. | like 
Pete. He was quite a lot older than Mom 
and she said he had a grown son who 
was going into the service. But Pete was 
real handsome and sweet and didn’t seem 
old. | thought Mom would stay home 
now. and it would be like it used to be 
before Daddy was sick——and |. like a 
foolish kid. thought happily. Pll have two 
to love me—-Mom and Pete. Somehow | 
didn't think of him as a Dad. and he said 
it would be all right to call him Pete 
until someday. he hoped. Ud really feel 
like he was my father and want to call 
him Dad. 


That night when they came back from 
















I took one last look at 





the house . . . I didn’t wan! 


to leave, but with the 


kind of trouble I was in, 


it was the only solution 
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their honeymoon | just flew to Pete and 
gave him a big hug and kissed him right 
on the mouth. 

“Bette!” Mom looked at me so stat 
tled. “What's the matter with you acting 
like that!” 

“Don't scold Bette” Pete grinned 
“I’m glad she likes me that much.” 

1 did like him. And at first he seemed 
to like me a lot. too. and when Vd sit 
down on the arm of his chair and kiss 
him or ruffle his hair he'd just laugh and 
give me a quick hug. But after a while 
he got so he pushed me away—like Mom 
always did. “Dont. Bette.” he'd say. And 
his voice would sound sort of rough and 
funny. And once. it was on my four 
teenth birthday. when he gave me a big 
bottle of perfume. | was so thrilled [| ran 
over to him and sat on his lap and 
hugged him real tight and kissed him 
“Oh. thank vou. Pete.” | cried. “IT love 
you——honest | do 

He pushed me away. “That's okay. 
Bette.” he said gruffly. “I’m glad you 
like it.” But his face got all red and | 
saw Mom look at him sort of funny. He 
got to his feet. “Now run on.” he dis- 
missed me as though I'd been a three 
vear-old. Later | heard him say to Mom. 
“Don’t scold her. hon. She’s just a little 
too eager for affection—but she'll out- 
grow that. 

Then | knew he didn’t love me. either 
No one loved me. After that 1 didn’t like 
him anymore. And sometimes I caught 
myself wishing that something would 
happen to him— or that he and Mom 
would quarrel and get a divorce so that 
Mom and | could go back to living alone 
again—and maybe now. after Pete. she'd 


love me more 


TINHEN one day they were talking about 

Jimmie coming. Jimmie was Pete's 
son. | didn't know whether to be glad 
or sorry. It was the last month of vaca 
tion and Vd gotten pretty bored. and 
wasnt very happy around the house 
alone all day. Mom wouldn't let me get 
the meals or anvthing. 
“Td rather do my own cooking.” she'd 
say irritably. “I know how Pete likes 
things fixed. and what he likes.” Always 
Pete. She doesn't even know I'm here. So 
| decided mavbe it wouldn’t be too bad 
to have Jimmie around —at least he'd be 
someone to talk to... . 

But | wasn’t prepared for quite such a 
sophisticated handsome young man. Jim- 


mie looked a (Continued on Page 63} 

















Pil never know why I did it, what 


peculiar chemistry made it happen... but I did know 


that the child I was carrying never 


should have been... and the tenderness never felt 


b sed DAY in the psychiatrist’s office in the county hos- 

pital | was sitting—or | should say huddled—in the big 
brown leather chair and hating every minute of the interview, 
hating the necessity for coming and glad that it would be 
over in an hour so I could go home. Home? Have you ever 
been away from it, as I was, months on end, seeing your 
husband and your new-born child for a few visiting hours, 
locked the rest of the time in a ward labeled “psychiatric”? 
[hat’s what happened to me. I was so glad to be going home 
after each interview, now, instead of back to the ward. 

Yet, there was a dread, too. Why had I started to talk 
about not wanting Harv to touch me, about looking at the 
baby. Dickie, my own little six months old son and loving 
him and yet being afraid to love him. Why had I said it, | 
wondered, when I got so close to that secret I’d hidden so 
deeply. | knew the nervous breakdown was because of the 
strain of Dad’s illness and death, as well as the secret, and 
| intended to cope with all of it and still regain my mental 
health. 

| knew the silence stretched between us and I fought with 
myself to hold back the words that wanted to pour out of me. 
| sat chewing at a hangnail, huddled like an animal at bay 
before Dr. Alred, and then I pulled my thumb away from my 
teeth and glanced at it. I was horrified to see that I had 
bitten into the flesh and blood was oozing out of the raw 
hangnail. 

And then I broke. I told Dr. Alred my dark, horrible 
secret. I won’t try to tell you in the way that I told him, 
because he already knew much of what had gone before. 
Ill begin at the beginning so perhaps I can let you see what 
caused it all. Maybe it will help me, too, because I still can’t 
forgive myself for what happened and I don’t think I'll be 
totally well, not a whole person, until I do. 

My father was not a big man. He was slight but so self- 
sufficient that after mother died, though he lived only a few 
blocks from Harv and me, he never allowed me to “do” for 
him. It was shocking to realize he was ill. I spent a few 
weeks going back and forth and when it became apparent 
that he was not getting better, we persuaded him to go to 
the hospital for tests to see what could be done. 

Dr. West was our doctor, a very capable man about our 


age, and whom I had the greatest faith. After the tests he 
came to me very gravely in his office. 

“Edith, I’ve known you a long time,” he said and I knew 
it wasn’t good news, and I clenched my hands and folded my 
arms over my stomach that was suddenly hurting. “About 
eight years now, isn’t it?” 

“Yes, Dr. West. A little more. I came to you for a pre 
marital check. Harv and I were married nine years ago last 
month. 

Dr. West cleared his throat. “I guess there’s no use beating 
around the bush, is there?” 

I could feel my lips start to tremble. “T’ll have to know.” 
My voice broke. 

“It’s bad. Parkinson’s disease. At his age it will probably 
be fatal, though it has been known to wear off. It’s a long 
hard road, progressive loss of control over muscles until 
there’s nothing left except a spark of life and then—” 

The sound of crying seemed to come from somewhere else 
and yet I knew from the heaving of my stomach, the wetness 
of tears on my face, that it was from my throat that the 
sounds were coming. | could feel Dr. West’s arm supporting 
me, hear murmured words of sympathy. I wished, I longed 
for Harv to lean on, and regretted that when he wanted to 
come with me I had insisted on his going to work. 

My father was dying and I felt the world was dropping 
from beneath my feet. I thought of the long weeks ahead and 
was glad that Mother was gone and would not have to suffer 
them. It didn’t matter that there would be little pain im 
volved, I knew how terrible it would be for Dad to have to be 
tended, to be unable to get around and do for himself. I 
needed Harv’s comfort so desperately in those moments of 
realization, but I was alone, with only Dr. West’s kindness 
to help me. 

It seems now that was only the beginning of needing Harv 
and his not being there. Oh, believe me, I’m not criticizing 
Harv! At first he was wonderful with Dad. He’d come home 
from his job as welder in the big steel fabricating plant that 
supported our town and even though he was tired he'd try to 
cheer Dad up. As long as Dad could walk, he’d support him 
on brief walks, something I wasn’t strong enough to do. 
Then, when it was a matter of Dad getting about in a wheel 














Each time Harv took me in his 
arms | rememberéd another 
time, a man’s hands that had 
a healing tenderness instead of 


this clumsy halting caress... 











chair, he’d take him out for an hour 
every evening for fresh air. Even when 
Dad became so bad he was ashamed to 
be seen in public with his mouth sagging 
and uncontrolled, Harv’s thoughts would 
be for him. 

“Here’s the evening paper, Dad. I see 
they’re putting in a new canal from the 
Sandusky river, ought to mean a lot 
more irrigation water for the farmers,” 
and Dad, a retired farmer, would try to 
form words with muscles that refused to 
work. Later, when Dad was in bed I'd 
see the cheerfulness leave Harv’s broad 
face, see his hands run in a gesture of 
tiredness through his hair. I'd know he 
put on all that cheerfulness just for Dad’s 
sake. I’d go to him and put my arms 
about him and rest my head on his 
strong shoulder and chances are I’d say, 
‘Harv, you’re wonderful. I don’t know 


life I didn’t pray for a baby. I was glad 
I hadn’t had any children even though 
I’'d longed for them and had gone 
through tests not six months before Dad 
had become ill, to be certain I could have 
children. 

The tests had proved there was noth- 
ing to prevent my having a baby and 
Harv was supposed to start his tests 
when the tragedy struck. I had forgotten 
until long after the appointments were 
passed. Since it was too late to remind 
him, I didn’t say anything and Dad’s ill- 
ness wiped out all interest in having 
children. 

Caring for him became the same as 
caring for a baby. Dr. West started 
coming to our house once a week rather 
than our taking Dad to his office. He 
treated me, too. I took shots for nervous- 
ness, vitamins for energy, pills for this 


at the back door. As I waited I became 
angry—a little task like that and he was 
mad—well! Coldly I said, “I won’t ask 
you again. From now on I'll get them.” 

Harv’s voice was always low, but now 
it became loud and his cheeks flushed as 
he glared at me. “Now look! Don’t give 
me that! I’m practically a servant in my 
own house. I can’t call my soul my 
own!” 

My anger dissolved in fear. “Harv! 
Dad will hear you! And the neighbors!” 

He lowered his voice. “Yes! Dad!” 
His mouth shut like a vice and he 
brushed past me into the house. I was 
about to follow when I realized | still 
held the dripping garbage strainer. By 
the time I’d emptied it, my anger was 
gone and it really wasn’t as bad a quarrel 
as others we’d had. Harv was standing 
in the middle of the kitchen, his big 


CHILD OF Deceit 


Dad was old, and dying was slow and painful 


Harv had no sympathy for the 


endless hours I tended him—but Cliff did 


what Dad and I would do without you,” 
and sometimes I’d just rest there in his 
arms until the ache and sorrow would 
flow away into peace and hopefulness. 

Yes. at first Harv was there and helped 
me and we could hope the disease might 
wear itself out as Dr. West said it did on 
rare occasions. Then as months passed, 
all Dad’s food had to be ground or 
liquidized, he had to be carried from 
his bed to his chair. He could no longer 
see to read and watched television most 
of the day, sitting in his wheel chair, a 
handkerchief pressed to his mouth to 
catch the saliva he could no longer 
swallow because of his weak throat 
muscles. Though his mind was still as 
good as ever, his voice dropped to a 
whisper and it was painful to try to talk 
to him or make sense out of his whis- 
perings. 

[ could feel my nerves gradually 
tighten as the months went on. I was 
bone weary and for once in my married 
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and that and the other, but still I was 
tired and Harv and | quarreled about 
the silliest things. Harv had begun bath- 
ing Dad before we put him to bed and 
then he’d read to him. Dad would whis- 
per back an attempt at conversation. I’d 
see Harv as I passed the door, trying to 
catch up on housework that had to wait, 
bending over, straining to hear. By the 
time Dad was ready to sleep Harv would 
be exhausted and nervous. | should have 
understood, but I was at the breaking 
point, too. 


HEN one night I remember, I’d 

started to empty the garbage from the 
sink strainer and the pails were still out 
front where they were put for the gar- 
bage and trash collector to empty. My 
feet and back ached and | called out. 
“Harv, would you get the garbage 
pails?” I could tell by his walk he was 
angry and | didn’t know why. He'd 
often brought them in for me. I waited 


hands hanging beside him, his face pale 
and humble. He took me into his arms, 

“Aw, look, honey, it isn’t just me. It’s 
you! You’re dead on your feet. We 
haven’t been out of the house to a show 
or a dance in over a year. We haven't 
had company or anything.” 

I thought, “He’s right. No one wants 
to see Dad so helpless. It seems to em- 
barrass everyone.” 

Harv went on. “Edith, how long since 
you had your hair done in a beauty 
shop? And how long since you’ve read 
anything but the Sunday paper when I’m 
here to help. We haven’t been for a ride 
since Dad hasn’t been able to go.” 

Distressed I cried out “But Harv, how 
can I? I didn’t want it the way it is. 
I'd give anything if—” 

“I’m not blaming you,” Harv broke 
in. “I’m just saying it can’t go on. Put 
your father in a hospital or old peoples’ 
rest home. He can get good care—” 

But I backed away from him, feeling 
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the chill of horror creep over me. “A 
home! Oh, no!” Violently I shook my 
head. “I couldn’t. He’s my Dad, Harv. 


I wouldn’t—I couldn’t! I just—” | 
must have been babbling because Harv 
grabbed me by the shoulders and shook 
me. 

“Stop it, Edith! You don’t have to, 
but for all our sakes you should. I’m 
going to talk to the pastor and see if 
he can suggest someone to help—to 
come in every morning and even do the 
housework. Something’s got to be done.” 
He paused, then as though forced, said, 
“Do you know, Edith, how long it’s been 





since—since you were my wife?” 

I dropped my eyes. I did know that. 
It had been a long time since Harv and 
I had made love, we who used to revel in 
the joy of each other’s arms. I couldn’t 
say anything much. I loved him. It had 
been a long time, I realized, since I'd 
done more than exist. 

From that small quarrel, Harv hired 
a college boy to come in from eight to 
ten before he went to the University, but 
he had an evening job and wasn’t able 
to come at night. It might have worked 
out, except that Harv began to work late. 
By the time he got home nights, dead 


Always there 
was a wall 
between us... 
it was almost 
as though 
Harv knew 
that the baby 
I was having 


wasn’t his 





tired, | was usually in bed or just getting 
ready to get into bed. By that time Dad 
had to have a urinal at night and | put 
up a cot in his room because Harv 
needed his rest. 
Harv ever asked for my love and when 
he did I went to him, but otherwise I was 
wrapped in a shell of grief and fatigue. 
Sundays, the only day Harv was home, 
he spent a lot of time with Dad, his ear 
almost against Dad’s lips, for he still 
tried to talk even though it was impos- 


It was very seldom 


sible for him to form more than a few 
words every minute. 
I tried not (Continued on Page 60) 
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rything, 


When you're young and in love with the 


vrong person, it’s awfully easy to 
& | y easy 


make mistakes. [I made more than my share 


WHAT 


because I lacked the courage to love 


WILL 


PEOPLE 
SAY? 


T’S ONLY DURING the past year that 
I've stopped to think of the terrible 
ts people cause their loved ones just 
r the sake of appearances.” It’s as if 


even love, must be thrown 
the window rather than risk being 
subject of gossip, rather than dare 


e hot, vicious breath of scandal. What 
ts me most is that I’m as guilty as 
one else. | didn’t have the courage 
ive and to love publicly. 1 was in love 


) the greatest guy in the world—but 


e price was too high. And in the end, 


we both had to pay a far higher price 
than scandal. 

That day in June when Sue called, my 
heart was light, and my mind had no 
more serious thought than whether to 
shorts or that 
morning. 


wear pedal pushers 

“Hey, sleepy-head,” my big sister went 
on in a rush, “Laurie is going over to 
Janet Carter’s for lunch. So don’t go 
after her at nursery school. Pick her up 
instead at the Carters’ place at three. 


Okay?” 




















WHAT WILL PEOPLE SAY? 


I knew I loved Todd, as I would 


never love another—but I also 


knew that now he would never be 


mine. We stole one perfect day 


—we would never have another 


“Okay.” I yawned loudly to tease her. 
‘How’s the working world this dawn?” 

“It’s ten o'clock, silly! And hot 
already. Good idea to give Laurie a nap, 
[ guess, when you get her home. I 
should be over by five. Bye, Judy.” 

[ hung up, yawned contentedly, and 
thought for a long moment of the de- 
lightful hours at my disposal. Five whole 
hours, all mine! I dialed Gwen Kitt- 
redge’s home and told her I'd be joining 
the gang for the picnic at the lake after 
all. 

“Swell! Can you be ready in fifteen 
minutes? Buddy’s supposed to pick me 
up at this very minute, but you know 
Buddy. We'll come by for you by ten- 
thirty at the latest.” I assured Gwen that 
I'd be outside our building long before 
that. I jumped into my bathing-suit, 
made some sandwiches hurriedly, and 
hoped someone would have some extra 
soda for me. 

I knew I didn’t have to worry about 
getting back in time to pick Laurie up. 
Buddy and Hank Johnson both worked 
the “graveyard shift” at the auto factory 
and would be leaving the lake by two- 
thirty. 

Most of the crowd was at the lake. 
We had a wonderful time, all of us eager 
to cram as much fun as we could into 
this summer, a summer we felt would be 
our last as carefree youngsters. We had 
all just graduated, and by fall we would 
all be pretty scattered. Gwen would be 
in Cooperstown, training to be a nurse. 
Buddy and Hank would most likely be 


24 


in the Army. Donnie Kendricks was 
going to State. I had won a scholarship 
to a Boston art school and would start in 
September. I felt a little sadness mixed 
with the excitement whenever | thought 
of the future. We had a happy youth— 
and nothing would ever be quite the 
same after this summer. 

So we had a wonderful time, swim- 
ming, doing stunts on the beach, clown- 
ing like a kindergarten class. But at 
two-thirty, Hank and Buddy and I got 
into Buddy’s jalopy and were on our way 
back to town. 

“You're a real sport, Judy, helping 
Sue with the kid like this,” Buddy said 
in a rare moment of seriousness. “Lots 
of girls wouldn’t be saddled—” 

“But I’m not saddled!” I protested 
hotly, because just at that very moment 
I had been wishing I wasn’t “stuck” five 
afternoons a week with five-year-old 
Laurie. I went on in a quieter voice. 
“Families try to make things easier for 
each other. I think it’s wonderful of Sue 
to go to work so that Harry can finish his 
training as an accountant, don’t you?” 

Buddy grunted. “Sure. But I also see 
how Sue, and Laurie, too, will benefit 
when Harry does finish. I’m thinking of 
what’s in it for you—that you aren’t 
quite selfish enough!” 

“Of all the nonsense!” I sputtered. I 
was really surprised at Buddy—he was 
the nicest, most generous guy in the 
whole of our class. /t’s because I refused 
to go out with him last Saturday night. 
He didn’t like it that I was sitting with 


Laurie that night instead of going out 
with him! After all, Sue and Harry 
needed a little fun, too. They married at 
seventeen. Laurie came along ten months 
later. They hadn’t had an easy time at 
all. The first few years, my parents had 
been almost cold to Harry, even though 
they helped out where they could. 

Sue, like me, had won a college schol- 
arship. She had turned it down to marry 
Harry Woods, a swell guy but with noth. 
ing to offer her but his heart. Mom and 
Dad had been crushed—they had been 
so proud of Sue and her musical talent. 
My parents had struggled all through 
their marriage. They were fairly com. 
fortable now, but they wanted much 
more for their two daughters than the 
same kind of struggle they had known. 
Mom had been really sick over Sue's 
elopement. When she finally got on her 
feet, she went to work each day with Dad 
in his tailor shop. It sort of helped her 
get over her hurt and bitterness. It 
wasn’t until Harry went back to school 
that she began to seem herself again. It 
was too late for Sue to undo what Mom 
would always think of as a mistake, but 
at least Mom took pride in Harry’s final- 
ly going on with an education. Mom was 





a very proud person. She wanted to be 
able to hold up her head, not only for 
herself and Dad, but for everyone close 
to us. 

“Forget I said anything, will you, 
Judy?” Buddy asked as I sat, silent with 
my thoughts. “You’re just a good 
hearted kid and it’s none of my busines 
anyway.” 

I nodded absentmindedly. When he le 
me out at my house, I said, smiling, 
“Thanks a lot, Buddy. Bye, Hank.” 

Buddy waved, then called out the win- 
dow, “We'll probably go out again te 
morrow. If you can make it, let one of 
us know.” 

“Sure thing.” I skipped lightly up the 
steps. Our crowd was such a nice one. 
We coupled off sometimes, but mostly 
we did things together. We always had 
such good times, even during the schod 
years, that none of us got into any mit 
chief. 

The apartment was empty. I changed 
quickly into a full skirt and white ta 
lored blouse. I would have to dash the 
several blocks to the Carters’ to be 0 
time for Laurie. She was such a sweé 
little girl, and I was wild about her. Sure 
there were times when I wished I could 
be as free as some of the other kids this 
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summer, but I didn’t really mind caring 
for her. I was glad to help Sue, and it 
wouldn’t have paid her to work at all if 
she had to pay a sitter. She and Harry 
needed every dollar right now. His G.I. 
educational allowance had run out and 
he was just a few months short of be- 
coming a certified accountant. He was 
already set to start work in the fall with 
Slater and Slater, Curryville’s biggest 
Negro insurance firm. 

| suppose it doesn’t hurt any that Lau- 
rie is such a good friend of old man 
Slater’s granddaughter, | thought and 
then was startled by my own pettiness. 
Asif the friendship of two little girls had 
anything to do with Harry’s good pros- 
pect! Why, Mr. Slater probably didn’t 
even know of it. Mr. Slater’s daughter 
Ruth was now Mrs. Todd Carter and the 
mother of five-year-old Janet. Todd Car- 











© With Todd and Janet, I could 
only wish that they were mine 


—instead of another woman’s 


ter was not a “local boy”. He came to 
Curryville to open a dry-cleaning busi- 
ness about ten years ago. The business 
had succeeded from the start. By the time 
he started courting Ruth Slater, accord- 
ing to Mom, there wasn’t anyone in town, 
not even Mr. Slater himself, who could 
say that he was after the Slaters’ money. 
I was breathless when I reached the 
corner of their street. It was lovely, lined 
with trees, and facing the river. A cool 
breeze rippled past, blowing some leaves 
from the ground. The prettiest section of 
Curryville, 1 thought. No wonder Sue in- 
sisted on living here! Not that they were 
on Chestnut Bank, facing the blue river. 
It was far too expensive. They rented a 
duplex farther inside the development. 
Dad nearly had a stroke when he heard 
how much their rent was. 
“You don’t understand,” Sue wailed, 











“how important these things are!” So 
Sue and Harry scrimped on everything 
for the sake of the address, the “con- 
tacts” they would have in a better-class 
neighborhood. Just as they sent Laurie to 
a private nursery instead of the one run 
by the Community Center. Sue and 
Harry were determined to let nothing 
stop them from “getting ahead.” I guess, 
though she said nothing, Mom was 
secretly proud of these things that were 
so important to Sue. They were the very 
things Mom wanted for both of us. 


AS I neared the large, red-brick house 
~~ that I knew to be the Carters’, I 
heard the merry laughter of the girls in 
the backyard. I crossed the landscaped 
lawns and gardens and followed the 
flagstone path to the rear. 

Laurie rushed (Continued on Page 68) 
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e me,”’ Martha said, “I'm not having 


nore kids, There’s an operation that 
n have...” I listened, I didn’t miss a 
ad I thought, this might be the answer! 





I'd had my heart broken 
twice, and now I didn’t 
want any more babies. 


And I'd learned there 


was only one thing 


that was really safe . ms 


OMEWHERE OUTSIDE THE french 
windows a cricket sang a pleasant 
little song. A breeze twitched at the 
ruffled curtains as it stole through the 
screens, and when I turned off the dress- 
ing table lamps soft, pale moonlight 
flooded the room. It lay in a wide golden 
path across the bed outlining Barry’s 
dark head against the pillow, etching his 
strong features with shadows. 

“Goodnight, Deanne.” 

I always kissed Barry goodnight, but 
somehow tonight was different. What 
started out to be a routine goodnight kiss 
suddenly turned into a flame. I forgot 
the stubbornness that had held me away 
from him so long. I only knew that my 
body ached for the rapture we had once 
known, that Barry’s kiss was fire, his 
arms hard and strong about my shoul- 
ders. This magic closeness between us 
was all that mattered, all that existed in 
the whole world! And then the baby 
cried! 

I might as well have been doused in 
ice water. I fought free of Barry’s arms 
and struggled up. 

“Tl go to him, sweetheart,” Barry 
said, and I thought, sure, let him go. 
Let him find out what it’s like for once. 
The crazy surrender of a few minutes 
ago was forgotten. 

I yanked Barry’s pillow over on top 
of mine angrily and sat back, tense, wide 
awake, and bitterly convinced that there 
ought to be a law against lovers’ moons 
and cricket songs and all the little things 
that make romance slip up on you, espe- 
cially when romance meant heartbreak 
to people like us. 

Barry called just then. 

“I try to do it the way you do,” he 
apologized as he handed me the warmed 
baby bottle, “but I just don’t seem to 
hold him right or something. Poor little 
guy! I’ve about choked hin. a couple of 
times.” 

“Go to bed, Barry,” I said shortly, not 
daring to look at him for fear I’d break 
down again and want him. I wasn’t 
really angry with Barry. I was angry at 
myself, at my treacherous body. It had 
almost betrayed me! And I’d sworn that 
I’d never take another chance on getting 
pregnant. 

After eight weeks I was beginning to 
get the knack of looking at my tiny son 
without flinching, but tonight I wanted 
to look, to torture and remind myself of 
the terrible consequences of our love, 
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Each time I looked at my 


poor little Steve I knew 
1 couldn’t have any more 


babies—ever again 
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Barry's and mine. I| stared at the tiny dark head so like Barry's. wise dark 
eves and lashes that were beginning to curl in an enchanting fringe. Then | 
tilted the bottle gently against the crimson gash of Stevie’s disfigured mouth. 
letting the milk run across his tongue. not too fast or he'd choke. and not too 
slow or he'd be tired before he finished his feeding. 

This type of feeding was nightmare enough, but two weeks ago before 
Stevie’s first operation ld had to keep him alive with an eve dropper. And 
it wasn't as though I] hadn't been through it before. Our Tommy was two 
years old but he'd had seven operations for the same kind of congenital 
defect. The only visible reminder was a slight scar that would disappear 
entirely in a few vears. 

[ fed the baby carefully. remembering how Td felt in the hospital. thinking 
of the mouthy woman in the bed across from me. 

“Lsn’t it horrible!” I heard her exclaim in a loud whisper to some of her 


company, “Her last one was the same way. too. | understand that it’s in- 

















I was so sure that the 
operation would solve 
all our problems that 
[kept urging it on... 
I didn’t know it but 
with it, our problems 


were just beginning 


herited and every baby she has will be 
like that. Oh, it’s just too ghastly! They 
don’t even show him in the window with 
the other babies.” 

She seemed to be relishing every de- 
tail. | wanted to sit up and tell her right 
in front of them that it wasn’t true. We'd 
had Kitty and she wasn’t born that way. 
Kitty was three and a half. And Dr. 
Gordon had assured me that the chances 
of having another baby like Tommy were 
few and far between. Naturally I’d wor- 
ried. I’d had to be reassured again and 
again. Then, when Stevie was born Dr. 
Gordon broke the news to me with tears 
in his eyes. He knew that it had taken 
all the starch out of me to cope with 
Tommy’s first year. 

I didn’t say anything to my roommate 
though. I just turned my face to the wall 
and let the hot tears soak my pillow, 
tears that seemed to come straight from 
my aching heart. That night I gave Barry 
the word! 

My gabby roommate had gone home. 
and Barry and I were alone in the room. 
We’d been down to the nursery to see 
Stevie and as always the sight of his 
little face unnerved me, though I had 
few tears left. 

Back in the room I stood by the win- 
dow looking out across the hospital 
grounds with daffodils blooming every- 
where in the last mellow burst of evening 
sun. Then I forced my hand free of the 
flowered window drapes I’d been tortur- 
ing with my fingers and said through set 
teeth, “No more. Do you hear me? No 
more! I'll never have another baby.” 

Barry reached out instantly and pulled 
me to his big chest, comforting me, his 
huge hands stroking my hair as he mur- 
mured to me. 

“Look, honey,” he bumbled in his 
gruff voice, “you’ve got to look on the 
bright side. We’re lucky that it’s some- 
thing that can be remedied. We’re lucky 
that we’re all strong and healthy and that 
I’ve got such a good job. Let’s not let it 
get us down, honey. When Steve has had 
surgery you'll feel different about it. 
After you’re well and strong again every- 
thing will seem different.” 

His hands burned against my thin 
robe, or maybe it was just my imagina- 
tion. “Gosh,” he said, “when two people 
love kids the way you and I love ’em, 
it’s silly to go out on a limb and say ‘no 
more’ just like that! This probably 
wouldn’t happen if we had a dozen more. 





We've had our bad luck twice in a row! 
We'll just have to be careful for awhile.” 

“No!” The word exploded from my 
lips as | put my hands against Barry’s 
chest and pushed him violently from me. 
“No! That’s what we said after Tommy 
was born so close after Kitty, and look 
what being careful got us! Besides, | 
asked Dr. Gordon today and he said that 
nothing was one hundred per cent safe. 
Nothing but total abstinence!” 

Barry was gray around the mouth. 

“Why must we discuss this now, 
Deanne?” he asked. 

I turned my face away. “I even asked 
him to operate on me so there’d be no 
more babies,” I said, tonelessly. “But 
he won't. And he said no other doctor 
would either unless my life would be en- 
dangered by another pregnancy.” 

Barry groaned under his breath. 

“Let’s not hash it over now, honey,” 
he said in a shaky voice, “Let’s drop it.” 

“No.” I said, stubbornly, “now is the 
time to talk about it. Now is the time to 
settle it.” 

“You really are desperately serious, 
aren't you, darling,” he said, and then 
his arms were around me again. His 
doubled fist nudged my chin in a gently 
teasing manner. “Come on, now. Back 
to bed with you and stop worrying, 
especially about something that isn’t 
liable to happen.” 

He urged me toward the bed, helped 
me remove my robe, and then he bent 
over to kiss me goodbye. Without warn- 
ing I found myself cringing away, terri- 
fied and trembling. I had to bite my lips 
to hold back the scream that rose un- 
bidden in my throat. I couldn’t stand 
Barry’s touch, his caresses. A pulse beat 
wildly in my temple, and my throat was 
filled with bitterness as I threw out my 
arms to ward off his touch. 

Barry stepped back hastily, amazement 
and hurt contorting his honest features. 
“Good night, Deanne,” he said, turning 
away, and his voice was like ice. “You 
needn’t worry. I won’t pull a Harvey 
Lewis on you.” 

I stared resentfully at the closed door. 
Barry’s last remark referred to one of 
our community jokes. Harvey and 
Martha Lewis lived a few doors from us. 
They had a baby every ten or eleven 
months. The fellows kidded Harvey, like 
men do, about keeping his wife bare- 
footed and pregnant. And Harvey who 
was known for (Continued on Page 51) 
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hat do you do when 
u've got a date toa big 
nce with the hand- 
mest guy in school— 


1 nothing to wear? 


SSED my school books on the bed 
turned to Mom sitting at the sew- 
chine. “Mom,” I said, “Frankie 
asked me to the dance Friday 


kept pumping the treadle under 

et. “Frankie Davis? What hap- 

to Carl?” she asked over the bur 
nachine. 

1k a deep breath. “Nothing’s hap- 
» Carl. We’re not going steady, 

te’s sake—!” 

Jean, you always go to the 
with Carl,” she said, as if she 
heard me. 
| wished she’d stop sewing for one 

| leaned forward, squeezing my 
ogether. “I’m going with Frankie 
and J need a new dress—” 

that stopped her. She turned 
around, facing me. Tiredly she 
“You know we don’t have any 
for a dress to wear to a dance.” 
| was holding my breath 

voice came out barely a whisper. 
couldn’t you make it? The 
isn’t until Friday, and this is just 

Mom, I’ve got to have a new 

My eyes lit on the big basket 
ver materials beside her. “You 
1ake it out of scraps, maybe—” 
tucked in a gray strand of hair 
ad come out from the bun she 
wore and I noticed her hand 
a little. “I’ve got a whole wedding 
h by Friday. Jean—honey—I’m 
I’m going to have to sew every 
to finish.” 
ed away, blinking back tears. It 
Mom’s fault. I couldn’t blame 
he’d worked hard sewing for other 
since Dad had died five years ago. 

ed out some baby-sitting, but not 
cause Mom thought keeping my 


up was more important than 


r 





I WANTED 
TOO MUCH 





I went in my room and looked through 
F all of the dresses in my closet, even 
) though I knew I wouldn’t find one I 
could wear Friday night. I'd worn an 
: old pink taffeta thing that was too short 
® tthe last dance, but it hadn’t mattered. 
| Vd gone with Carl Hayes, and he didn’t 
_ fnow how to dance and wouldn’t try to 
€ learn, We'd just sat by the sidelines and 
Watched all the other kids having fun. 
thadn’t mattered what I had on. 
Bat Frankie Davis! I still couldn’t get 


There wasn’t a thing in 


my closet I could wear 


Friday night. I had to 


do something—and fast 


over his having asked me when he could 
have had his choice of dozens of some 
of the most popular girls at school. 
Dully I pulled the pink thing out of the 
closet and stared at it. There were spots 
on the front the cleaners hadn’t been able 
to get out and aq telltale line around the 
bottom where the hem had been let out. 
It was a mess! I couldn’t wear it with 
Frankie. I just couldn’t! Everybody’s 
eyes would be on Frankie Davis and his 
date. Frankie was always right in the 


middle of any fun and excitement. 

I sighed and went back in Mom’s 
room. 

She glanced up. “How about that pink 
taffeta dress—?” 

I bit my lip. “I was just looking. It’s 
too short, and it’s got spots on it.” 

“Maybe I can lengthen it.” 

I shook my head. “There’s practically 
no hem in it now.” 

Mom clipped at some threads on a 
green net dress on her lap. “I just don’t 
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see why they have so many dress-up 
dances for children your age. You're 
just fifteen, Jean. There'll be plenty of 
time later—for things like that.” 

Plenty of time maybe, but never plenty 
of money. That’s what I thought, but I 
didn’t say it. No use making Mom feel 
iny worse. I felt bad enough for both 
f us. I flopped down on the bed, and 
hen suddenly | was staring hard at the 
lress Mom was working on. 

| felt my breath coming quick. It was 
The skirt looked like 
frosting on a cake. “When are they 
going to pick up those dresses?” 

“Saturday Mom’s_ eyes 
widened at me. “Jean, you’re not think- 


1 beautiful dress! 


morning.” 


ing you're going to wear one of these 
bridesmaids’ dresses, are you—?” 

| leaned forward, all stiff because I 
knew this was my only chance. “Mom, 
please. I'll be careful. If it got torn or 
something, you could fix it. Mom—” 

“That’s the silliest thing I ever heard! 
You are not going to wear one of these 
dresses—and that’s that! Why, it 
wouldn’t be honest!” 

‘“Mom—please—” 

\ mask went over her face. “No! 
lhe idea of even thinking such a thing!” 

She was right. I knew it. But know- 
ing it didn’t make me feel any better. 
\nd it didn’t get me a dress for the 
dance, either. Sometimes I wished Mom 
understood things better. Wished she 
didn’t have to work her fingers to the 
bone trying to make a living on that old 





I WANTED TOO MUCH 


treadle machine. . . . 

That night I got the pink taffeta back 
out and tried it on. I pulled at it and 
yanked at it, and then | thought: Well, 
okay, it'll just have to do. But I couldn’t 
get over thinking about how terrible it 
looked, and wondering what Frankie 
would think when he saw me in it... . 

The next morning between English 
and History, Carl Hayes asked me to go 
to the dance with him. 

“T can’t,” I said. “I’ve already got a 
date.” I hadn’t expected him to look so 
hurt. 

Carl’s pretty short. His eyes behind 
his glasses were level with mine. They 
clouded over for a minute and then he 
looked just past my shoulder. He said, 
“IT guess I should have asked you sooner 
. . -” His voice sort of trailed off. But 
I knew why he hadn’t. He’d been sure 
that no one else would ask me! 

“I’m going with Frankie Davis,” | 
said, feeling a strange satisfaction run 
through me. He said that was nice, or 
something like that, and turned away. 
He sure did look short walking off 
from me. 

I went into history class and sat down 
in my seat behind Maggie Honeycutt. 
Maggie was someone Frankie might have 
asked to the dance. She wasn’t smart, 
but she was pretty and popular, and she 
had loads of good-looking clothes. In 
Kenview High there’s no premium on 
brains. It’s the other things that count. 

I kept staring at Maggie’s back and 


Maggie’s dress was beautiful, and 


[ felt like some glamorous queen 


in it. [| wanted to wear it and I 


didn’t care what I did to get it 





thinking: / bet she'll have the most 
beautiful dress at the dance! | didn’t 
know who she was going with, but it 
didn’t matter who it was. The boys 
would be falling all over themselves to 
dance with her. 

An idea began to dawn on me. Maggie 


had lots of clothes . . . we were about 
the same size .. . I felt my heart beating 
hard. We weren't good friends, not the 
dress borrowing kind of friends, but 
maybe if I explained .. . just maybe... 

The teacher called my name and | 
answered present, and then she was look- 
ing up over her roll book and compli- 
menting me on the theme I’d handed in 
the week before. I scrunched down in 
my seat because the kids look at you like 
you're poison when a teacher singles you 
out for good work. 

| thought the bell for the end of the 
period wasn’t ever going to ring. When 
it finally did, my hand shot out and 
tagged Maggie on the shoulder. 

“Leave me alone,” she said, without 
looking around. “If there’s one thing 
that makes me sick, it’s a teacher’s pet!” 

I was making myself a little sick too, 
and I wasn’t quite sure why. “Look— 
Maggie. I need a dress for the dance 
Friday night—” My voice broke and | 
bit my lip. I sure wasn’t going to start 
bawling like some kid. 

She didn’t turn around for a minute, 
and | died a hundred deaths. 

Then she turned. “Huh?” she said. 
She looked at me as if I were a worm. 

I went on. “I’ve got a date for the 
dance Friday night, but I haven’t got a 
dress I can wear—” 

“So—?” Maggie was tapping long 
red fingernails on my desk. 

“1 thought maybe you could lend me 
one,” I finished weakly. 

“Who’re you dating—that creep Carl 
Hayes?” 

Anger flashed through me. Carl 
wasn’t a creep! But I couldn’t risk try- 
ing to defend him now. I said, “I’m 
going with Frankie Davis . . .” 

| hadn’t counted on making as big a 
splash as I did. Maggie’s nails stopped 
drumming and her mouth dropped open. 
“Frankie! You’re dating Frankie—?” 

| nodded, feeling a little less trembly 
on the inside. 


Maggie laughed. “Well, what do you f 


know about that! We'll probably be 
double-dating. I’m going with Skimp. 
Frankie and Skimp always date to 


gether.” 
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“| hate to ask you—but—can I 
borrow—a dress?” Everyone had left 
and the new class was coming in. If | 
didn’t hurry, I’d be late for my next 
class. 

Finally she said, “Well—I guess so. 
Sure. Meet me at the front after school. 
You can come by the house and pick 
one out.” 

I gathered up my books, my head 
whirring. Pick one out! She was going 
to let me pick one out! I would choose 
one she hadn’t worn lately, I decided. 
No one would need to know it wasn’t 
mine. 


_ the rest of the day my mind swept 
back to the beautiful dresses I could 
remember Maggie wearing. There was 
a yellow organdy with a scalloped hem 
...a pink tulle with a rose velvet cum- 
berbund. That flowered taffeta . . . 

We walked the seven blocks to Mag- 
gie’s house. It was one of those fall days 
that gets hot in the afternoon, but starts 
out cold and foggy. Mom had made me 
wear my coat that morning, so I carried 
it over my arm. Maggie had on a pale 
blue sweater that looked like cashmere. 
She wore it unbuttoned and the sleeves 
pushed up to her elbows. And she looked 
great. Just great. 

“IT want one of those new fake fur 
jackets this year,” she said. “I want 
one that looks like leopard.” She said it 
casually, like she was going to get it. I 
hurt with wanting one too. My own coat 
felt heavy on my arm. 

I was surprised when Maggie turned 
off the sidewalk to a tiny house with gray 
asbestos shingling. Not that it was such 
a terrible looking place—it looked a lot 
like the house Mom and I lived in. But 
it sure didn’t look like the kind of place 
all those beautiful clothes would come 
out of. 

Inside it was pretty messed up. 

Maggie saw me looking around taking 
itin. “Mom works,” she said, kicking 
at a newspaper lying in the middle of the 
floor. “I’m the maid.” She giggled at 
her own joke. “I'll have to dig in 
later—” 

I followed her to the back of the 
house. 

She opened a door, and you could 
have knocked me over with a feather! 
A whole closet full of formals! I kept 
blinking, thinking I was dreaming. 

“You look like you’ve seen a ghost!” 


Maggie laughed. 


My voice dropped to a whisper. “I’ve 
never seen so many beautiful dresses— 
never!” 

“Go ahead and try on some, if you 
want to—” 

I reached out and touched lavender 

. it looked like a million yards of it. 

“Try it on,” Maggie urged. 

“It's yummy,” I said breathlessly, 
fumbling with my dress. The next thing 
I knew it was going over my head. It 
felt as light as (Continued on page 56) 





Well, I had my solution. 
I could have the dress... 
if I didn’t mind paying 
the price. I guess I 
knew all along ['d pay 
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Conclusion 


I guess ['d always been scared—from our first 


date—of losing Jerry. 'd tried every way I knew 


to hold him and now, with a third baby coming, 


there was nothing left but this final desperate attempt 


lhe story at the end of Part One: The 
author, orphaned when a baby, has never 
felt really loved. She meets and falls in 
ove with Jerry, who is forced to marry 
her when she becomes pregnant. She has 
two children by him, but as the marriage 
progresses, she begins to suspect that he 
s having an affair with Doris, a beau- 
tiful girl at his office, and refuses any 
further relations with him. One night, 
after a wild office party. he comes home 
with lipstick and make-up on his shirt, 
and when she wildly accuses him, he 
takes her savagely. 


COULD NOT MEET Jerry’s eyes 

when we awoke, nor did he look at me. 
| thought he would apologize—say he 
was drunk. But he said nothing. My 
head ached and there was a burning in- 
side me like I had a fever. I was soul sick 
from his admission that he had been with 


another woman. Doris! I knew it was 
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Doris. | wanted to leave him. But where 
would I go? What would I tell the chil- 
dren? How could I| support them? Lee 
needed his tonsils out. | was condemned 
to a hate marriage. | felt whipped, 
beaten. 

Christmas came and went, with both 
Jerry and I putting on a cold, but polite, 
front for the children’s sake. Their de- 
light in their toys was like pouring iodine 
in an open wound. If I thought Jerry 
would be ashamed and come home sober 
this Christmas Eve, | was due for a sur- 
prise. He wasn’t staggering. but he had 
been drinking. There were no marks on 
his clothing, but I thought I could detect 
the odor of perfume. My heart felt like 
Gibraltar in my breast. 

The next month dragged by—two 
strangers playing a part to convince an 
audience comprised of two children. | 
didn’t feel good. I wondered if I would 


ever feel good again. One morning when 


| awoke I couldn’t get up because 
seemed the bed heaved and tossed like 
was on an ocean. I managed to get. 
my feet and made my way to the b 
room. I sat with a cold rag on my fe 
head, fighting nausea, when it hit me 
morning sickness. | sat on the stool 
laid my head on the comforting cool 
of the bath tub and the tears gush 
down my face. From that night of @ 
speakable violence—a child was to 
born. This was the last straw! I 
bound now so that I could never be f 
How could I ever take care of three ¢ 
dren, especially a baby. I was fore 
caught. . 
A sound caused me to raise my 
filled eyes and Jerry was standing in 
doorway, staring at me. On his face 
a look I had not seen for a long time 
tenderness. 4 
“Oh, my God, Betty—no,” he s i 
(Continued on Page 54) 








“But. Doctor.” 
| overheard 
Jerry saying. 
“T realize 
che isn't normal 
but I 
cant make 
myself believe 
she’s” 
and I heard his 
voice tighten- = 


“crazy 





An Intimate Look 
At The 


girls 


behind 
the gangs 


Editor’s note: One of the primary causes for concern in 
big cities across the United States today is the ghetto and 
its bitter fruit, the street gang. By day innocent groups of 
young people bent on nothing more serious than basket- 
ball, baseball, swimming, or the multitude of other activi- 
ties which young people enjoy, these same groups by 
night have made the street a battlefield where only the fit 
survive. Headlines have pictured them as wolfpacks; law 
enforcement officials have blamed them for the senseless 
mugging which often results in permanent injury to their 
victims; sociologists have made them the subject of in- 
vestigation and the object of group therapy. And still 
they grow and flourish. As difficult as they are to under- 
stand, even more difficult are the girls’ auxiliaries to the 
gangs: groups capable of the same explosive passion and 
antisocial behavior which place them voluntarily on the 
wrong side of the law as they seek the approval of their 
brothers and dedicate themselves to the proposition that 
individually they are nothing but together they are a force 
to be feared. 

Who are these girls and why have they chosen, instead 
of the Girl Scouts, the YWCA and like organizations, to 
align themselves with the Black Widows, the Scarlet 
Sisters and similar groups which we have been told we 
should fear? 








Some of girls who 


make up TITAGI LTC UAS 


groups congregate 


on street corner, 


School vards. parks. 


front steps are also 


popular meeting 


places for virls 


An Intimate 
Look At The 


girls behind 
the gangs 


Girl members usually 
dress alike, in tight 


skirts, straight blouses 


In the following article the names ¢ 
all persons and groups have bee 
changed, and personalities and sit 
tions have been altered. 


ILLA B. is 16, small and delicate 

built. Her eyes are large and inte 
ligent, her hair carelessly pulled bac 
from her face. She stands on one foot 
the other resting on the top step of 
tenement doorway, and she leans | 
weight against the door frame. She weak 
a black skirt, tight, and a white, straight 
lined blouse. She was born in the sam 
teeming, overcrowded, run-down section 
of the city that she lives in now, only 
a few blocks from the tenement that her 
family is occupying at present. She ac- 
cepts a cigarette, and a light, and takes 
a small puff, exhaling the smoke slowly. 

“Mostly you join groups for protec- 
tion,” she says, slurring her words a 
little. “I joined the Queens because | 
live in Queen territory. If I didn’t I'd 
take a chance on getting beat up, or mj 
family getting beat up. It’s as simple a 
that.” 

Willa is a member of the Dagger 
Queens, the large girls’ auxiliary of one 
of the largest and most feared gangs in 
the city, the Dagger Kings. She has 
been a member a little over two yeals. 

















She joined a few months after she turned 
14. She is in the ninth grade in one of 
the large high schools in the city. She 
is intelligent, is able to discuss and ana- 
lyze logically, and does very well in 
school. She almost never studies. 

Her father is a cab driver, her mother 
a housewife. She has seven younger 
brothers and sisters, the oldest two mem- 
bers of the Dagger “midgets,” the auxili- 
ary group made up of boys ten to thir- 
teen. She has one child, a daughter 11 
months old, born out of wedlock. Her 
mother takes care of the child. The 
father is a member of the Kings, 17 
years old. 

“I’m sorry about it but I wouldn’t 
marry him,” she says. “We were young 
and it wouldn’t have worked out, we'd 
just end up fighting all the time.” 

Willa is one of thousands, the teenage 





girls who make up the auxiliary forces 


of the hundreds of street gangs that 
thrive in all large cities across the coun- 
try. She lives in the same kind of build- 
ing, wears the same kind of clothes, has 
the same kind of family, has done the 
same kind of things, and—although she 
is a little more intelligent—thinks the 
same kind of way as the thousands of 
other girls who join forces to follow 
the boys who are the gangs. 

Although she was. in a way, almost 


forced into joining, she enjoys her asso- 
ciation with the Queens—‘‘You have 
friends, and there’s more fun—you can’t 
have fun by yourself.” She is proud of 


the group and fiercely loyal to it and to 
the Kings—“They’re just like my broth- 
ers and sisters.” She likes publicity but 
has become suspicious of newspaper re- 
porters. And she has learned to lie ex- 
tremely convincingly. 

If you saw her on the street you 
wouldn’t give her a second glance. She 
looks like any other teenage girl. But 
Willa is a member of a girl gang: she 
has killed and injured and maimed: she 
knows how to make a zip gun and how 
to handle 38’s and double-barreled and 
sawed-off shotguns: she can defend her- 
self in a fight and she knows her rights 
as a private citizen: if her “brothers” 
are warring she wants to be “right up 
there fighting with them”; 
hearing anyone refer to her group as a 


she resents 


“gang, prefers to think of it as a “club” 


or “social club”: she has an almost fa- 


natical hatred for all of the other girl 
gangs and takes great pleasure in de- 
scribing in vivid detail the defects of her 
rivals; and she has probably had sexual 
relations with most of the members of 
her brother gang. 

Willa is one of the thousands of girls 
behind the gangs. Betty is 
Betty K. is 14, short, light-complexioned 
and well-built. She has bad skin and is 
conscious of it. Her mother works in a 


another. 


factory; she doesn’t know where her 
father is. She has one sister. 29, who 
moved away years ago. Betty lives in the 
same kind of building as Willa, run- 
down, overcrowded, but in a different 








city. She belongs to a gang known as the 
Royal Cutthroats: the girls call them- 
selves the Cutthroat Debs. It’s a small 
group, badly organized. known for its 
ruthlessness and _ senseless brutality. 
Betty has been a member for almost six 
months. 

“I wasn’t forced into joining,” she 
says. “I joined because I wanted to. The 
Cutthroats are the best group and | 
wanted to belong.” Betty speaks in a 
loud voice, and always manages to stand 
near others—it’s impossible to get her 


off alone. It’s almost as though she 


wants to make sure the others always 
hear her. 

Recently she deliberately started a 
gang fight with the Cutthroats’ biggest 
rivals, the West End Wolves. by openly 
flirting with one of the members until he 
made a pass at her. This she quickly 





reported to the Cutthroats’ president, 
who began immediately to make plans 
for a rumble. 

“Almost all fights start over girls,” 
Betty says proudly. “They’re the most 
important thing in the group. The Cut- 
throats don’t take insults like that—you 
don’t make a pass at another group’s 
girl.” 

During the fight the boy who had 
made the pass was killed, another boy in 
the Wolves was crippled for life when 
one of the Cutthroats struck him in the 
leg with an ax handle, and a third boy 
was still in the hospital on the critical 
list. Several of the Cutthroats had been 
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KEEP YOUR COMPLEXION HONEYMOON-BRIGHT 
... soft, clear and Nadinola-light 


Give romance a chance! Don’t 
let a dull, dark complexion de- 
prive you of popularity. Don’t 
let oiliness, which helps to cause 
blackheads, cheat you of charm. 
Chase away those bad-complex- 
ion blues with NADINOLA Bleach- 
ing Cream. It will do such beau- 
tiful things to your skin, improve 
it so many ways! 


Contains wonder-working A-M! 
This remarkable medicated ingre- 
dient is the secret of NADINOLA’S 
effectiveness. Gently, surely, it 
acts to brighten and lighten your 


NADINOLA 


SLEACHING CREAM 


Just one jar will make your complexion brighter, 


clearer, lighter and lovelier. 


complexion, helps combat black- 
heads and externally caused pim- 
ples. Soon your skin feels cleansed 
and cleared, smoother and softer, 
glowing and glamorous. 


Effective but oh, so gentle! Napi- 
NOLA acts so positively yet is so 
kind to your skin that we guar- 
antee you will be pleased or your 
money back! There are two types 
of NADINOLA—one for oily skin 
and the other for dry skin. Choose 
the type that is right for you. 
Buy it confidently, use it happily. 
NapInoia, Chattanooga, Tenn. 


waa 
WADINOLA 


Bhrewtersy os 


FOR OILY SKIN 
Nadinola Deluxe is 
non-oily. Brightens skin, 
lessens shine at the 
same time. 75c to $2 


FOR DRY SKIN 
The original Nadinola 
is enriched with fine 
cosmetic oils to relieve 
dryness. 25c to $1.25 








injured, but not critically. 

When pressed for a reason why she 
started the fight, Betty shrugs. “It would 
have happened anyway sooner or later,” 
she says casually. “The Cutthroats and 
the Wolves are always fighting. If | 
hadn’t started something, somebody else 
would have.” Then she adds indignantly, 
“Tl was there fighting too. 1 could have 
gotten hurt too, just as easy as any of 
them. I’m always right beside them, 
fighting with them. I’m not scared. They 
know that.” 

Betty’s group is small and not very 
well organized, and in this way it is not 
typical. Most gangs are surprisingly well 
organized: there is a president, who is 
the group’s leader and spokesman, and 
who makes all the decisions. Then there 
is a vice-president, a secretary, a treas- 
urer, a soldier-at-arms, and one or sev- 
eral war councilors. There is the same 
hierarchy in the girls’ auxiliaries as in 
the boys’. There are regular meetings— 
usually weekly—and a regular meeting 
place. Dues, usually not more than 50 
cents, are collected. The meetings can 
last anywhere from twenty minutes to 
four or five hours, depending on what is 
being discussed, and what kind of plans 
are being made. 

The larger groups are broken down 
into several divisions: there are the 
seniors, usually 16 years old and up; the 
juniors, aged 13 to 15; and the midgets, 
10 to 13. The divisions do not necessar- 
ily go under these names, but the age 
separations are usually similar. In very 
large groups, there is often a “peewee” 
division also, for children under 10. 

Some very large groups in large cities 
also have gang “branches,” or “splint- 
ers,” smaller groups scattered through- 
out the city that have formed from the 
main group. These groups go under the 
same name, and have the same kind of 
organization. Often they get almost as 
large as the main group. In a very large 
city members from one branch often 
never even meet the members in another 
branch. 

Usually a group will have at least one 
article of clothing with the name of the 
gang on it. It can be a sweater, a cap, a 
jacket, a shirt; some groups have capes, 
others tattoo their members, and still 
others use an identifying ornament—one 
earring, a band around the wrist, etc. 
The girl auxiliary adapts the same arti- 
cle or ornament (Continued on Page 67) 
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TT‘HIS season’s high fashion, the cos- 
<- tume look as featured in the European 


g of the past. Exquisite fabrics are 

g used and waist-length jackets are 
ed in pure silk and worn over match- 
dresses for that “elegant” look. 

The costumes shown on these pages 
Be Abe Schraites ‘aad fentere exact 
les of sophisticated Paris fashions. 
‘dress shown on this page is of silk 
fah, and comes with its own coat of 
© silk organza. The sleeveless dress 

bloused, lowered waistline and 





The relaxed look is seen in this two-piece costume fashioned 
in beige and white silk tweed for sophisticated effect. The 
overblouse has the new cuffed collar, short sleeves, three but- 
tons down center. Outfit comes in sizes 8-16, and costs $40. 





portant occasions, dress and jacket in ice-blue silk 
ng are ideal. The jacket has new funnel-shaped sleeves 
ls just below the waist. Dress has softly bloused bodice 
f matching lace. Outfit comes in sizes 8-16, and costs $70. 








A poised and practical approach to high fashion is this slen- 
der sheath and matching jacket in easy-to-care-for dacron. 
Sleeveless dress has waistline loosely belted. In grey and 
white stripes with orange silk jacket lining, sizes 8-16, $50. 





This elegant costume in pale orange linen is fashioned with 
the easy and relaxed lines of a Paris original. The gently 
flared skirt has tab and button effect at each side, overblouse 
has loose waist, cowl-effect neckline. Comes in sizes 8-16, $40. 














For the square face, a hair style with a softly rounded 
effect is desirable. Hair on sides is combed toward face to 
de-emphasize shape, and hair across forehead is combed 
away from center. Cap-cut on sides gives way to softly 
rounded top to make face appear to have more oval shape. 














ki 
HAIR 
STYLE 
FOR 
EVERY 


Face 


W ITH the coming of crisp autumn 

days often comes a desire for a 
change in hair style. The cool casual 
summer hair style is no longer appropri- 
ate or desirable. 

Whether or not your new hair style is 
a disappointment or a delight will de- 
pend in great measure on whether you 
are aware of one particular fact: the 
shape of the face should determine in 
great part the style in which you wear 
your hair. And a style which looks very 
well on one person may not look even 
passably well on you. 

If your face is square, you will need 
a hair style which calls attention away 
from the severe square lines and softens 
them. at the same time giving an effect 
of a softer, rounder line. If your face is 
round, a hair style that gives height and 
length is desirable. A high forehead re 
quires a wide sweeping bang to draw 
attention away from it, to the eyes. 

The most important thing to reimem 
ber when choosing your new fall hair 
style is not whether the style is attrac 
tive, but whether you are attractive 
with it. 
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Round face requires hair style with little curl, combed close to 
sides of face, high on top. Hair across forehead should be 
combed into a wide side bang that makes one strong line across 
forehead. On sides hair is combed toward face and upward. 


Oval shape, most nearly perfect, has hair style which empha- 
sizes shape rather than calls attention away from it. Hair is 
combed in loose curls around face, piled high on forehead to 
make high forehead appear less, and call attention to eyes. 


Loose, fluffy style is required for oblong-shaped face, with hair 
combed high on top of head, loosely curled, bouffant effect on 
sides. Hair across forehead is combed into wispy bangs; on 
top it is combed back and fluffed up to give heightened effect. 
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Longer hair may now be yours 


... nere 1S your 
= Raveen. 


HAIR AND SCALP CONDITIONER 


* Gives your hair a softer, longer, more luxurious, satin-like look! 
* Helps check dry scalp, splitting hair and breaking ends! 


* Helps protect hair from moisture, 
dryness and dandruff! 


Bea 
Raveen 
beauty! 


Look for Raveen at your favorite 
drug store or cosmetic counter 
You'll generally find New RAVEEN 


—in a prominent location wherever you are accustomed to buying your hair prepara- 
tions and other cosmetics. Your eye will be attracted to the beoutiful RAVEEN display box. 
And you'll probably find that the sales person behind the counter will enthusiastically recom- 
mend that you use New RAVEEN. So, be on the lookout for it the very next time you visit 
your favorite drug store or cosmetic counter. 


If you can’t find New RAVEEN ~ jus: seng 


$1.25 (this includes $1.00 for RAVEEN, 10c for luxury tax and 15c for postage! to: SUPREME 
PRODUCTS CO., 624 South Michigan Avenue, Chicago §, Illinois. We'll ship your New 
RAVEEN to you af ence, postpaid. We'll ship C.O.D., if desired. 


Attention Dealers_i your wholesaler has not yet stocked 
New RAVEEN, send us his name and address and we'll see that he gets some in 
at once. 


Money Back Guarantee — you must be completely 
satisfied with the results secured from your very first jar of New RAVEEN .. . or send the 
unused portion back to us together with the name and address of the store where you bought 
it and we'll refund your full purchase price promptly. 


SUPREME BEAUTY PRODUCTS CO. + 1808 S. Michigan Ave. - Chicago 16, Ii. 
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Noodle-Tuna-Olive Skillet. Four pantry shelf staples—olives, noodles, tuna and evapo- 
rated milk—make up this delicious meal which will please one and all. Add a tossed 
green salad, pimiento-stuffed olives, celery and carrot sticks, and you have sure success. 





Spanish Olive Rice. Pleas- 
to any member of the 
ily, this unusual dish 

the perfect luncheon 
for crisp fall days. 
Team it with a salad, or 

Serve it as an accompani- 

ment to your dinner entree. 


OLIVES 
FOR 
AUTUMN 


CHANGE in the season should 

mean a change in your menus. 
What was just right for a hot summer 
luncheon or evening meal may soon be 
not quite enough during these crisp fall 
days, when appetites again begin to as- 
sert themselves in a big way. 

It’s easy to be creative in your cook- 
ing during autumn simply by making 
Spanish pimiento-stuffed green olives a 
habit in your cooking. This perky red 
and green fruit will give all of your 
dishes a new lift. 

Your food will take on a very special 
appeal in flavor, color and texture, and 
you'll find you don’t want to be without 
this enticing fruit—it’s easy to store and 
easy to use. 














live-Stuffed Fillets. For an unusual twist, roll sole fillets around well-seasoned bread stuffing and combine them with sliced pimiento. 
green olives and lemon butter. To make the meal complete, serve green beans, carrots and crisp potato sticks with the fillets 


We ITY 








Ete 
Olive Meatball Kabobs. For a perfect fall refresher, thes pas 
kabobs (l.) can’t miss. Good candidates for this dish at ed 
left-over potatoes or onions, tomatoes or any other w-stt also 





son vegetables. The olives provide special flavor and color. 
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nd color. 


PAIN’S famous gift to American eat- 

ing—pimiento-stuffed green olives— 
adds that certain extra something so 
necessary to meals with the crisp autumn 
days that will soon be coming. Watch 
what these spunky morsels do to any 
dish to which they’re added—be it soup, 
poultry, fish or meat dishes, sandwiches 
and hors d’oeuvres, or even vegetables. 

The number of foods to which green 
olives can be successfully added is almost 
endless, as seen by the wide variety on 
these pages—everything from fish to 
rice. 

The recipes for the dishes shown on 
these pages can be found on Page 74. 





Spanish Olive Pork Chop Casserole. This 
tempting casserole (above) will grace any 
family dinner table. Sliced olives add both eye 
and taste appeal. Try peas and carrots, and 
also fried apple rings to complete the setting. 


































Spanish Stuffed Veal Rolls. These tasty veal rolls are filled with a stuffing of 
chopped olives, celery, onion, raisins, and covered with olive egg sauce. To 
complete the meal, double-baked potatoes and a chicory and apple salad. 


Olive Salmon Loaf. You can’t go wrong with this tasty salmon loaf—it’s 
attractive to the eye, just right for the palate. Olives give it a flavor extra, 
and add the finishing touch. Combine with a rice ring and cucumber soup. 
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Style 530—CHECKERED SHAWL— 
Washable, wearable, wonderful 
rayon and Acetate houndstooth 

check. Wide and wonderful shaw! 
collar extends to form a capelet 

on the crossover bodice. Self 
belt and covered buckle gives it 
that ultra-elegant look. Full, 
unpressed pleated skirt. 

Black & White check. 
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Woman Tortured KZ 5 eos 
byAgonizing ITCH |] 7 [E53 o"e 


‘I nearly itched to death for 
years. Thenl foundanew 
wonder-working creme. 
Now I’m happy,” writes « 
Mrs.P.Ramsay of L. A.Calif. 
Here’s blessed relief from the 
tortures of vaginal itch, rectal 
h, chafing, rash and 
eczema with an amazing 
lew scientific formula called LANACANE. This 
fast-acting, stainless medicated creme kills harmful 
pacteria germs while it soothes raw, irritated and 
nflamed skin tissue. Stops scratching and so speeds 
healing. Don’t suffer! Get LANACANE at druggists . 
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Child Care: 


Go Back To School 


By Dr. Edward W. Beasley 





Instructor in Pediatrics 
Northwestern University 


“—" having a real difficult time trying 
lo get my sixteen-year-old son to 
go back to school this fall,” one mother 
complained to me recently. “We didn’t 
want him to hang around the streets and 
be just a drug-store cowboy or a mem- 
ber of a gang of rowdies, so his father 
helped to get him a summer job. It’s 
been pretty hard work, I think, but he 
has made fairly good money, and al- 
though he has given me a portion for his 
room and food, still for the first time he 
has a fairly substantial sum of his own. 
He hought some nice suits, better than 
we bought him, and he’s trying to per- 
suade his father to let him buy a car.” 

This mother’s problem is typical of 
many a mother’s dilemma in this day and 
age when four out of every ten teen-agers 
drop out of high school without grad- 
uating. The child who does this does not 
realize that he is casting his lot forever 
with the lowest paid, and the least neces 
sary, manpower. Those young people 
with no particular skill other than brawn 
and energy, are the most likely to be out 
of work in a time of depression. A high 


school education is the minimum re 


quirement for almost any job in this 
complex space age. 

Too often a summer job becomes an 
all-year-round job and the potential high 
school student, once out of the habit of 
attending classes and doing homework, 
and impressed with new-found maturity. 
cannot be lured back to get the vital 
diploma that signifies four years com 
pleted. The parent’s job becomes most 
important at this stage of a child’s life. 
It is the parent’s responsibility to poitl 
out the over-all value of a basic educe 
tion, regardless of the short-term sact 
fices that seem to be involved. 

There are enough unskilled laborers 
in the job-market already to last for the 
next twenty-five years. What the nation 
needs is more and better trained profes 
sional, technical and skilled workers 
Urge your child to go back to school it 
September. 
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‘Don’t Ever Touch 
Me Again!” 


(Continued from Page 29) 


his dirty mouth anyway, always kidded 
right back and said that he usually man- 
aged to fix Martha up with another before 
she ever left the hospital. 

The horrid things that leaped into my 
mind frightened me. If anyone had ever 
told me that I’d feel this way about Barry, 
the husband I’d adored—almost  wor- 
shipped—I’d have called him a liar. From 
the first time I dated Barry I’d loved every- 
thing about him, the way he wore his 
clothes, the strength of his arms, the dim- 
ple that made a stubborn bearded cleft in 
his chin causing him so much trouble when 
he shaved—physical things, sure—but I 
loved the sentimental, hard-working guy 
that he was, too! 

Suddenly, all that seemed changed. 
From the day I brought Stevie home from 
the hospital I cringed when Barry just 
brushed against me. I hated the sight of 
his tan work shirt rolled up high on his 
muscled arms. As long as he was across 
the room from me everything was fine. 
When he came close I despised him—-and 
all hecause I didn’t want another baby. 
Never! Never! 

I didn’t want to hurt Barry. These past 
weeks since Stevie’s birth I’d tried hard 
to overcome the distaste I felt. But to- 
night, with that moonlight working on me, 
I'd discovered that the old feeling for 
Barry was still there. It had just been 
buried under the mountainous wall of fear 
I'd erected between us. 

I bubbled the baby. changed his diaper. 
and tucked him back into his basket. 
Something has to be settled between us, I 
told myself. There’ll never be a_ better 
time. I shivered. I kept thinking about 
yesterday when I’d gone over to my neigh- 
bors’ for a few minutes. I didn’t very 
often get in on their coffee breaks. I was 
usually too busy at home. 

But yesterday, sitting in Janis Lane’s 
kitchen when the neighborhood wives gath- 
ered, Martha Lewis was there. 

“Say, Martha,” Janis teased, “how about 
this? You never used to come to coffee 
without a papoose under each arm!” 

Martha laughed, just as unruffled. and 
said, “Believe me, Jan, them days is gone 
forever. I finally got wise and told Harve 
he couldn’t even put his trousers on my 
bed until he went to see that Doctor Parr 
and got himself fixed up!” 

I was plenty disgusted with Martha. 
She didn’t have to be so crude about it! 
But I listened while she told about Har- 
vey’s operation. Believe me, I listened, 
and I didn’t miss a word about how safe 
It was, and how simple! 

I'd been thinking about it ever since. 
f it was as easy as Martha said it cer- 


so soft, shining... 


so naturally beautiful 


New Long- Aid with K-7 helps short, 
thin, too-curly hair look longer in 
just 3 days! Contains extra-rich 
lanolin to relieve dry, itching scalp, 
make hair look longer, softer, shinier. 
Long-Aid gives hair a_ protective 
shield against dampness . . helps 
keep hair straighter, smoother! New 
miracle K-7 relieves itching irrita- 
tion, kills certain scalp bacteria 
keeps hair fresh, clean-smelling. 
ONLY $1.00—Economy size $3.00. 





Long Ut 


} 

| / 

\ haitsmascaty (KT 
¥ CK ine — wt 
X Homa aio co.,-mEMPr's:' wt 





TRY THESE OTHER AMAZING LONG-AID PRODUCTS: 
























































(< LONG-AID LONG-AID 
WHITE BLEACH 
tan PRESSING eae eval AND GLOW 
Ne Comper COMPOUND Reet CREAM : LONG-AID 
ae 2: |S es) 
LONG-AID LONG-AID a _  LONG-AID 
SULPHUR FLOWING \f ‘| pron F 
10 peat E\ SHAMPOO 
$1.00 only $1.00 eS 
ae U ; only 69c 


Long-Aid Co., Dept. J-2 





PSS eSB MAIL NO RISK COUPON NOW EEE ESSE Eee eee 
P. O. Box 2505, Memphis 2, Tenn. 


Please rush me Long-Aid products checked below. Cash, check or money order enclosed. 


[ Long-Aid with K-7. Regular size $1.10 
including tax. (] Large Economy size 
$3.30 including tax. 


Long-Aid White Pressing Compound. 
66c including tax. 


cm 


[] Long-Aid Dandruff Remover Sham- 
poo. 69c no tax. 


O 


Long-Aid Sulphur, $1.00 no tax. 
Long-Aid Actalan Soap. 60c no tax. 
Long-Aid Flowing Hot Oil. $1.10 in- 
cluding tax, 


Long-Aid Bleach and Glow. 83c in- 
cluding tax. 


(No C.O.D.'s outside continental United States. No orders shipped less than $1.00. IMPORTANT! 
You save C.O.D and postage charges by sending full amount with order Then we pay all postage!) 
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____ State 
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tainly seemed like the answer to our prob- 


when I went 
He reached 
me as | dropped down beside him. 

| I knew he’d been waiting for me. 
‘Let’s not be foolish, Barry,” I said. 
pulling away from his encircling arm. “I 
didn’t mean to seem so affectionate tonight. 


R \RRY was still awake 


back into our bedroom. 


It just kind of sneaked up on me.” 
Barry laughed. “Remind me to sneak 
you more often, then,” he said, fold- 
big arm comfortably under my 
neck. “It’s wonderful to have my girl 
ick again. It’s been a long time.” 

[ knew that I was going to ask the thing 
uppermost in my mind even if the rift be- 
tween us widened a thousand feet more. 

Barry.” I said coldly, “there’s only one 
sure way for us. Dr. Gordon won’t oper- 
ite on me, but he will operate on you.” 

You’d have thought I’d lit a stick of 
dynamite under him! I swear he jumped 
two feet into the air, and when he came 
down his remarks were loud, and mad! 
[t's a wonder my ears weren't blistered 
I finally picked up my pillow 
und an extra blanket and was just settling 
on the davenport in the living room when 
to the door for a last word. 

Of all the cheap tricks ever pulled this 
one takes the cake!” Barry clipped each 
word short. “You deliberately staged this 
romantic little scene tonight thinking you’d 
put me in the mood to agree with anything 
you asked. I never thought you’d stoop 

damned low!” 

That hurt! Inside I knew that I'd 
planned to ask Barry to have the opera- 

but I hadn’t planned to offer love as 

i bribe. The idea made me cringe, though 

[ knew that he was within his rights to 
nk I'd planned it that way. 


back 


right off 


he came 


Barry’s anger just simply floored me. 
We'd always been able to talk things out 
ethel But this subject was taboo. He 


ildn’t talk to me. And I didn’t have to 
sleep on the davenport. The very next day 
Barry moved downstairs to the basement 


Our quarrel progressed through all the 
stages as marriage quarrels do. At first 
e were very cool and aloof. Then we 
ent through the snappish stage, digging 
bitterly at each other, trying to hurt, hurt, 
irt. And then we returned to the bit of 
strangers. Before I knew it the 
er was half gone and Barry and I 

still quarreling. And I realized that 
somewhere along the way something had 


snarling 


happened that I hadn’t counted on. When 
Barry looked at me his eyes were devoid 

ve. Woman-like, I’d have given any- 
thing to kindle a flame in his eyes again. 


No, not at first. I 
It was easy 
I was the one 


say anything? 
felt too sorry for myself. 
nough for him, I thought! 


who had to spend hours in the hospital 
the babies had surgery. 
Barry stayed downstairs at night, work- 


ing in his shop and watching TV in the 
rumpus room. I kept busy upstairs, iron- 
ing, mending, and doing a thousand small 
tasks to pass the time. 

Then one night while the children were 
downstairs playing with Barry, I turned 
off a radio program that was getting on my 
nerves, and went on sewing. listening with 
half an ear to the merriment from down- 
stairs. Suddenly, just hearing Barry’s big 
hearty laugh boom out made me feel sick 
with longing to go back to the old days 
when we'd done everything together. How 
terribly long it had been since Barry 
laughed like that in my presence! I closed 
my eyes and shook all over with the emo- 
tions that swept through me. I wanted 
Barry! I wanted him with every fiber of 
my being. And I didn’t care if we had a 
dozen more babies, just as long as I had 
Barry. That was all that mattered! 

Like a dunce, I didn’t even think about 
what I was going to do. I just went to the 
basement door and called to him. He 
came running and said. “Telephone for 
me?” 

“Nope,” I said, grinning. 
you. I’m lonesome. I’m tired of living 
like this. Let’s make up, huh?” 

Dumb me! It never occurred to me to 
tread slowly, and I was cut to the quick 
when Barry’s face remained stony. 

“Just like that, eh?” he said. “And 
when my lady cracks the whip do all the 
slaves jump?” 

I could have cut the sarcasm in his voice 
into little pieces with my sewing scissors, 
it was so brittle. Then he slammed out the 
back door, and I was left standing there 
with my mouth open. I wanted to go after 
him, to beg him to listen to me, but just 
then Kitty called from the basement. 
“Tommy wants to come up with Daddy. 
Mum,” and I had to go down and help him. 

I bathed the children and tucked them 
in bed, rehearsing what I’d say when Barry 
came back. I needn’t have bothered. 
Barry didn’t come back. I cried myself to 
sleep toward morning. Looking back I 
can see how Barry would take my lightly 
given peace offering. If I’d gone to him 
in tears and begged to be forgiven. If I'd 
seemed the least bit repentant—but to 
speak to him in the same tone that I’d ask 
him to stop at the grocery or take Tommy 
to the bathroom, and grinning all the while 
like a Cheshire cat! No wonder he hadn’t 
taken me seriously. 


“T just wanted 


I HAD one big hope left. August fourth 

was our sixth anniversary and we always 
followed a certain ritual. Barry took the 
children to his sister’s in the morning so 
I'd have a long peaceful day. I would 
prepare a special dinner for just the two 
of us and then we’d go someplace to dance 
and toast each other. Later we’d come 
home to a quiet house with no children to 
put to bed, and no calls for drinks or teddy 
bears. Barry and I always laughed rue- 
fully because we could hardly wait to bring 
the kids home the next morning. 


I was determined that somehow I’d make 


up with Barry on this anniversary. I told 
him several days before that I'd called his 
sister and made arrangements for her to 
take the children on our anniversary as 
usual. He gave me a strange look, then 
lapsed into gloomy silence, which I ig- 
nored as [ chattered on, telling him that | 
felt real lucky that I’'d got my figure back 
so I could get into a good dress again. 

I went right ahead with preparations for 
our celebration just as though Barry was 
aiding every step of the way. The truth is. 
he wasn’t acting any different. He still 
slept downstairs. still spoke only in grunts 


and little pieces. and at night he left the _ 


house and eame back after I’d gone to bed. 
Once or twice I heard him come home. 
heard his feet on the basement stairs and 
it seemed that his footsteps were unsteady. 
almost as if he’d been drinking. Ridicu- 
lous. I told myself. Barry might do a lot 
of things but he’d never drink! 

The morning of the fourth Barry took 
the children to his sister’s. When he left 
I put my hand on his arm gently, and 
turned my face up to him hoping for some 
sign of tenderness. 

“Dinner at seven?” I asked, and I could 
only put my own meaning on the grunted 
reply. 

Janis Lane called me a little later and 
announced a coffee break at Martha Lewis’. 
I was grateful for the chance to get away 
from my own thoughts. 

“Hi, Deanne.” Martha greeted me. “Gee. 
I’m glad you could come. I thought Janis 
and I were going to drink ourselves into 
coffee nerves.” 

I'd never seen Martha’s kitchen so clean 
before. and it struck me funny. Then I 
found out why. After she’d poured my 
coffee and set cinnamon buns out she lit a 
cigarette and looked around the kitchen. 

“T haven’t slept for the last week and I 
get up and clean and scrub in the middle 
of the night trying to get tired enough to 
sleep.” 

She sighed and looked at me and I no- 
ticed the dark rings around her eyes. “I 
might as well tell you, Deanne. Most ev- 
eryone else in the neighborhood knows. 
Harvey’s left me.” 

“Left you!” I gasped. “Martha!” I 
How could a man leave 


What would they 


couldn’t believe it. 
a wife and six kids? 
live on? 

As though she read my thoughts Martha 
said, “Oh, he’s going to support me and 
the kids. It’s just that he can’t stand to 
live with us any more.” 

I couldn't believe my ears, and then 
Martha broke down and sobbed so that her 
words came out in little jerky bits filling 
in the picture. 

“He says it’s all my fault,” she wept. 
“because | made him have that operation. 
That darned operation. Only at the time 
he didn’t seem to mind so much—and he 
thought six kids were plenty. It was just 
that afterwards—afterwards—” despairing 
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sobs shook her. “He claimed that he 
couldn’t make love to me, that he was im- 
potent, and it was my fault. He said he 
fell for a girl at the plant because she 
made him feel like a man even when he 
knew he wasn’t—and he wants a divorce.” 
| just let my coffee sit there and get cold. 
['d have choked if I tried to drink it. And 
then later, when I went home, I kept think- 

s. “There, but for the grace of God—” 

All day I thought of that old saying, 
and counter balancing it I kept saying, 
“You’re not out of the woods yet, my girl.” 

My dinner turned out perfect. I set the 
table in the dinette with tall white candles 
onthe table, and a wedding cake for a cen- 
terpiece. The little bride and groom I'd 
saved from our original wedding cake stood 
pertly on top of the white frosting. I used 
jathers of Barry’s favorite cologne after 
my bath and applied my make-up as care- 
fully as possible. Then I put on the dress 
['d been saving for the occasion, Barry’s 
favorite shade of blue. A little before 
seven I lit the candles and pulled the heavy 
drapes just to make the room seem more 
cozy. 

I turned the radio to soft music, and 
settled down to wait. When Barry hadn’t 
come at seven I began to get the fidgets. 
I couldn’t read, I couldn’t sit still. I 
couldn’t do anything but strain my ears 
for the sound of our car turning into the 
driveway. 


T NINE o’clock the candles were burn- 

ing low in the dinette and I blew them 
out. I didn’t bother to turn on the lights, 
I just kicked my shoes off and crumpled 
on the sofa crying my heart out. 

I must have cried myself to sleep. Some- 
thing wakened me and I opened my eyes 
to see Barry standing over me. He had 
turned on all the lights in the house. I sat 
ip quickly, swiping at my tear-stained eyes 
with the back of my hand. Barry was 
nolding the little bridal pair from the top 
ofthe cake. He pushed it toward me with 
i foolish grin on his face. 

“Behold the bridegroom cometh!” 
said, 

Icouldn’t believe my eyes! This couldn’t 
be my Barry swaying drunkenly in the 
niddle of the room with bleary eyes and 
unkempt hair. 

“Behold the little bride,” Barry said 
thickly, “waiting for the reluctant bride- 
groom,” 

Outraged, I jumped to my feet. 

“You're drunk!” I accused. 
nk! How could you?” 

“How could —” Barry mimicked 
me. “How could you? Easy, baby, easy. 
[been getting in some practice lately.” 

His tongue slurred the words together 
and he began to fumble at the buttons on 


he 


“You're 





his dirty work shirt. ‘“Mustn’t keep the 
“ee: bride waiting,” he mumbled, starting 
toward me as he peeled off his shirt. 

“Barry, no!” I whis spered. “No, please, 
ot like this!” 


“No. No! No!” “That’s 


he roared. 
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ill I’ve got out of you for months. No!” 
He raised his voice even louder and an- 
grier, “I say yes!” 

His big hands shot out suddenly and 
pulled me to him. I heard the thin mate- 
ial of my dress rip under his rough hands 
und he laughed grimly as he yanked at the 
ipper. 

Stop it, Stop it!” I pleaded. 

He slapped my interfering hands away. 

Stand still or [ll slap you silly.” he 


Barry! 


uttered. 

He switched off the lights and started to 

irry me to our room. 

[ mean it,” he said gruffly. “Quit fight- 
ng me or I'll slap the hell out of you.” 

\ choked sound escaped from my lips 
ind Barry said, “And don’t start bawling. 
Tears won’t help any.” 

That did it! The sound that Barry had 


ni 


iken for sobs turned into a gale of 
huckles. Now was the time to play my 
mp card. 


You big dope.” I said, standing on tip- 
to reach his mouth, “I’m only trying 


to help you.” 

Like a hussy, and glorying in it, I glued 
my mouth to Barry’s and wriggled out of 
my dress. My body curved toward him. 
seeking and unashamed, and Barry seemed 
to sober up in the few seconds it took for 
him to realize that I wasn’t angry—that I 
was, in fact. willing. He tore his mouth 
away from mine and muttered, half- 
shamed. “I’d better go take a shower.” 

“No,” I whispered as I pulled his head 
down to mine again, “and that’s the last 
time I ever say ‘no’ to you. You can take 
a shower some other time.” 

My trump had won after all. As Barry 
groaned with delight and leaned toward 
me, his bulk wasn’t a wall any more threat- 
ening to crush me. It was a sheltering. 
comforting wall of love to stand against 
the shocks of life, to protect me from harm. 
And I knew at last that the wall would 
stand forever, as long as I looked through 
the eyes of love, as long as I was not afraid 
to be a real woman. and let my man be a 


THE END 


man! 





Driven By Jealousy 


(Continued from Page 35) 


ld not control my sobs. They shook me 
if | had a chill. He picked me up in his 
and carried me back to bed. Com- 
gly. he put the blanket around me. 
then sat by my side and bathed my face. 
\Ily body was chilled while my face burned 
fire 
Don’t cry, please don’t cry.” he mur- 
1 softly. He went to the kitchen and in 
hort time was back with a cup of steam- 
black coffee. My insides rebelled at the 
ht of it. He brought me two crackers 
| | munched on them. trying to quiet the 
sea. He went to the phone and I could 
him talking, although I could not hear 
he words he was saying. He came back 
id said, “I called work and told them I 
ldn’t come in today. You go to sleep. 
| take care of the kids.” 
When I awoke [ could hear the children 
ng and I heard Jerry tell them, “Sshh. 
\Viamma is sick and needs to rest.” 


[ lay with my eyes closed. I did not want 
to know I was awake yet. I wanted 
think. | would not pretend even 

myself that | wasn’t surprised at Jerry’s 
rn. He had never been as thoughtful 

ill our marriage as he had been today. 

Oh. how much I had wanted him to be like 
his before. How often I had needed him 
Phen the thoughts of bright red lip- 

would The nausea 
eatened again when I thought of it. 
long. lonely months stretched ahead 
e—then the constant work and Worry 

I didn’t think I could stand 


overwhelm me. 


new baby. 
t. Oh 


how I wanted to get even with Jerry 
loing this to me. I think I really hated 
that morning, with a hate that even 
1 would find hard to understand. To 
eive a child in love is one thing—but 
0 conceive it in violent lust—especially. 


especially—I torced myself to finish think- 
ing about it—especially after coming di- 
rectly from the arms of another woman. 
The nausea came again and I tried to calm 
myself. Jerry appeared at the door. con- 
cern written all over his face. 

“I'm awake,” I said heavily. I turned 
my face to the wall. I felt the bed give. 
as he sat down carefully. 

“Betty, listen to me.” he pleaded. 
so sorry this happened. I'll do everything 
I can to help you.” 

“Then have it for me.” I said woodenly. 

“Please listen to me.” he said. “I'll help 
you in every way possible, and | am really 
sorry. But don’t take your hate out on an 
innocent baby.” 

I had had morning sickness with the 
other two, but it only lasted a few hours in 
the morning. After I passed my _ third 
month it left completely. This time [ would 
get up each morning and go to the bath- 
room and I was really sick. Then I would 
go back to bed and lay quietly. Jerry would 
bring me some breakfast. but I always told 
him [ couldn’t eat. I really couldn't, yet 
after he left I got up and fixed my own. I 
did absolutely no housework, but left it for 
him to do after he fixed supper. Jerry al- 
ways coaxed me to try to eat supper, too. I 
would go sit at the table but I never failed 
to gag, then I would have to leave apol- 
After that. Jerry couldn’t eat 


“Tam 


ogetically, 
either. 
We couldn't afford it, but Jerry hired a 
neighbor to do the laundry. I joined a Ca- 
nasta Club “to get out a little.” while he 
gave up his clubs, and by the time I was 
six months along he quit his precious bowl- 
ing. I was “too weak” to wash my own 
hair. It made me dizzy to lean over the 
bowl, so I went to the beauty shop each 


week. Jerry lost weight and his color was 
pale. The children whined and asked me 
to read to them like I used to, but my an- 
swer was always the same, “Mother’s 


tired.” 

Jerry always picked them up and read 
to them. I watched television. The thing 
that relieved me most was that Jerry never 
asked me to be a wife to him. I knew that 
he was hurrying home from work each 
night. and he never left me alone in the 
evening. so it looked like the wife did hold 
all the aces. How I hated Doris! I decided 
to aunt my pregnancy in front of her, and 
to parade Jerry’s concern. Without telling 
him ahead of time, I went to the office and 
said | wanted to try and do more to help, 
so I was going shopping. Jerry reacted 
exactly as | wanted him to. He pleaded in 
a gentle voice for me not to “overdo.” | 
seemingly gave in. Doris was non-commit- 
tal and I thought to myself, “That girl 
should have been an actress.” I went home 
triumphant. 

[ realized. vaguely. that Jerry’s life was 
miserable. and when my heart twinged 
with guilt at the sight of his tired face, I 
would soften momentarily. The thought of 
him in the arms of another woman would 
flash before me and I would convince my- 
self that he deserved it. 

My pains started one night when I was 
sitting in the living room watching televi- 
sion. I called out to Jerry and he rushed 
in from the kitchen where he had been do- 
ing the dishes. “Take it easy, dear. Just 
remember, it won’t be long and it will all 
be over. Then you'll be back to normal.” 

His words haunted me during the ride 
to the hospital: even, too, when they put 
the blessed mask over my face. I hadn't 
thought of it before—but all this time he 
had known that when my pregnancy was 
over. I'd be “back to normal.”” That would 
make him free again. Free to take up with 
his “girl friend.” Free to go out several 
nights a week—while I had the work and 
now three children instead of two. I 
couldn’t! I couldn't live like that again. I 
wished this baby would die now—when it 
was born—before I could ever see it. Die 

die—-die—kept running through my 
brain. I found out later that I kept saying 
it over and over. The doctor and nurses 
thought I had been afraid / would die. But 
the baby didn’t die—it was another girl. 

Jerry visited me at the hospital twice a 
day. He was delighted with our new 
daughter, whom he named Sarah. She was 
a pretty baby, I had to admit to myself. I 
would cuddle her in my arms, then I would 
think of the work she would be when I got 
her home and I would let her lie by my 
side until the nurse came to get her to re 
turn her to the nursery. The doctor asked 
me one morning about it. He wondered 
why I didn’t hold her and love her after 
she had her bottle—like the other mothers 
did. I didn’t know why either. I could only 
answer, “I don’t feel good.” 

“Oh—and what seems to be the trou 
ble?” he asked. He started to examine me 
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and I thought listlessly. “Pll never be 


well.” | would never be “back to normal.” 

My doctor called in another and together 
they went over me. I answered a thousand 
questions. I had X-rays. I had tests. I went 
home. but I had to return in a week. My 
doctor was concerned over my unconcern 
for the baby. To all of their questions, I 
had only one answer—“I don’t feel well.” 

Jerry hired a woman to take care of the 
baby. He tried to keep up the lanudry and 
the housework. I slept late, read a lot and 
complained of “pains.” 

Sarah was two months old when I de- 
tected signs of rebellion in Jerry. He lost 
that resigned air and seemed to be more 
demanding in his suggestions that I get up 
earlier and at least walk the short block to 
the store. But the blow fell when I went for 
my regular visit to the doctor. 

“Mrs. Franklin, I have covered your case 
thoroughly—and I want you to listen to me 
carefully. There is nothing physically 
wrong with you.” 

I gasped. Desperately I said to him. 
“You must not be much of a doctor, if you 
can't find out what is making me have these 
pains.” 

“What pains?” he demanded, his eyes 
horing holes into me. “Where are they?” 

“Here.” I said and let my hand flutter 
vaguely in the direction of my stomach. 

“You have had all the tests to determine 
if there “is anything wrong with you and 
we can’t find one thing. You are in excel- 
lent condition. You have recovered from 
vour baby’s birth exceptionally well. Now. 
straighten up and take care of your baby. 
She needs you.” 

I was aghast at his attack on me and I 
was heartsick. Heartsick that I had pun- 
ished Jerry so. I would try to do better. I 
thought nothing of the baby. She was well 
taken care of—that was all that was neces- 
sary. 

Jerry opened the door for me when | ar- 
rived home and I knew by the look on his 
face that he already knew what the doctor 
had told me. He must have phoned him. I 
said nothing. but walked by him and into 
I] wanted to tell him it would 
he all right now. Instead I threw myself 
on our bed and Jay there, beating the pil- 
lows with my fists. I could feel Jerry star- 
ing at me. but I did not look up. I felt like 
[was an animal caught in a trap. I could 
uot hear the thought of cooking and scrub- 
hing 


our bedroom. 


and washing and ironing. and the 
ong. lonely evenings while Jerry attended 
meetings. “I’ll kill myself first.” I said. 

“What?” exploded Jerry. 

I did not realize I had spoken aloud. 
“Tl kill myself,” I repeated and started to 
idd—“before I will go back to that”—but 
I didn’t get the chance. Jerry gathered me 
up in his arms and said. “Don’t talk like 
that, Betty, We'll get another doctor, We'll 
‘ind out what is w rong.” His arms felt good 


around me and I thought if on/y he'd tell 
me he loved me. That he wants me to get 


well. He said huskily. “You have to get 


well 
well, honey”—my heart leaped—he was 


going to say it. The old familiar icy feeling 
ran over me like someone standing in a 
slow shower as he said. “Think of your 
children. They need you.” 

“What about you? What about you?” my 
tortured heart cried out. “You only need 
me to get well so you can be free.” 

Two months dragged wearily by and my 
theme song was the phrase I had said so 
glibly the day I had come home from the 
“Pll kill myself.” Jerry tried to 
talk to me about it and | 
him I didn’t really mean it. Then. in the 
next day or two I would do something that 
would upset him terribly. One time I hid a 


knife under my pillow. one time I bought 


doctor’s: 


would assure 


some rat poison at the hardware store. | 
didn’t really mean to scare Jerry. it was 
just that he got so excited and would plead 
with me to “be good.” I would always 
promise him, smiling, and he would hold 
me in his arms gently. carefully. almost 
like he held the baby. Until the day I heard 
him talking to the doctor on the phone. I 
could only hear Jerry’s terse comments but 
somehow I knew what the doctor was ad- 
vising Jerry—to take me to a psychiatrist. 
Jerry said, “I realize. Doctor, she isn’t nor- 
mal—neither can I make myself believe 
she’s” his voice tightened. “crazy.” 

I held breath and listened to the 
conversation. The doctor was convincing 


my 


Jerry that people who constantly threaten 
suicide do plan it more than they know. 
I crept back to my room quietly as I heard 
Jerry say resignedly, “Yes. you’re probably 
right. I'll talk to Betty and make the ap- 
pointment as soon as I can.” 

I pretended to be asleep when he came 
minutes later, and he 
I listened to the fa- 
Mrs. Bates 


Was getting supper and Jerry must be feed- 


in my room a few 
softly shut the door. 


miliar noises in the kitchen. 


ing the baby. I got up quietly and noise- 
lessly slipped out the front door. I had the 
funniest feeling. I wanted to be alone and 
I wanted to do a lot of thinking. What had 
happened to me? Was I really unbal- 
anced? Had I failed the ones I loved the 
most ? 

Dusk was wrapping the world up in its 
comfortable haze and I walked along slow- 
ly. listening to the sounds of the night. 
Sounds I hadn’t heard for a long time. 
Children laughing. a dog barking. flowers 
blooming. I saw the beckoning light of the 
church at the end of the block. I moved 
toward it and into the cool dimness of the 
sanctuary. Soft music played and I was 
drawn to the altar. 

Once there, a terrible feeling of heavi- 
ness overtook me and and I dropped to my 
knees, suddenly sobbing uncontrollably. 
Such a feeling of weight. of blackness en- 
veloped me, I wanted to run, yet I could not 
make myself move. My hands gripped the 
hard altar rail and I could only sob “Oh, 
At 
gentle voice said. “He will help you. my 
child—have faith. Tell Him all about it.” 
[ turned to look at the gray-haired minister 


help me. please help me.” my side a 
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kneeling beside me and I said frantically. 
Oh. help me. please, sir, help me tell Him 
[ didn’t mean it. Oh, I didn’t—” I realized 
I was becoming hysterical but I could not 
stop. My tears and sobbing were getting 
loud the minister asked. “Would you 
like to come into my study and tell me 
out it—perhaps I can help you.” 
No. oh no. I can’t leave here. I can’t. 


| feel like ’'m weighted down. I can’t move. 
What is it? What is it?” I begged. 
Compassionately he said. “It must be 


weight of sin, daughter, it gets heavier 
we can bear and we become its pris- 


The truth of his words struck deep in my 

t and I began to pray. I hadn’t prayed 

[ was a little girl but it all came 
rushing out now. I confessed openly that 
[ had trapped my husband into a loveless 
riage with my body and that it had 
id as a giant barrier between him and 

I told how I had tried so 


me ever since. 

hard to have the cleanest house. be the 
best cook. to make up for the shabby trick 
I had played on him. “It didn’t work,” I 
obbed broken-heartedly. “for he turned to 
inother—a prettier girl—” 


you sure?” the minister asked 


nned. I answered, “Yes—pretty 

What do you mean. ‘pretty sure’?” he 

prodded, 

‘I—I found evidence—lipstick—” I said 
tantly. For the first time I wasn’t sure. 
Did you ask him?” the minister asked. 
Yes—he practically admitted it.” 

Did you ask him if he was unfaithful?” 
No. I couldn’t talk to him about it,” I 

tted 

Why?” and then quickly, “Because if 

true. your pride would demand you 
lo something drastic. like break up your 
and if you didn’t know for sure, then 
thought you could live with your sus- 
ms.” Before I could answer, he asked 
Did you not want to break up your 
because you still loved him, and 

d him?” 

Dazed I said, “Yes. you’re right. I still 
| him, but I didn’t see how he could 

me after the way I got him to marry 


Betty—look at me,” the minister said. 
Did you try to make yourself lovable and 
int and a good wife? Or did you just 

ld yourself a king-size prison of guilt?” 

\ly sobbing had lessened and I hung on 


ery word. I knew. deep down. that I 

n the threshold of an answer. 
My dear. since time began, man has 
| for his sins. “As ye sow, so shall ye 
yas not written lightly. Each man 
have a cross to bear—that is all true. 
Somehow you have missed the whole point 


g. For if we are taught that we pay 

r our sins, we are also taught that there 

made for us to be forgiven for 

ns—and live good. clean lives that is 
mony to Him. 


“Surely. my child, you know that He 
died to save us from our sins, weak mortals 
that we are? That He came and walked 
among us and taught us that there is no 
greater power on earth than Love and that 
He died to prove it? Remember what He 
cried out while on the cross? ‘Father, for- 
give them, for they know not what they do.’ 

“Most times people act like what they 
feel, not what they think. They live guided 
by their emotions. in other words. For 
years you have tortured yourself with this 
guilt. How much better off you would have 
been to confess your sins to Him who un- 
derstands, throw yourself on His unending 
mercy, then lived day by day with His help 
to make a happy. comfortable life for those 
that you love. You could not undo your 
mistakes. you know.” 

At his words, the heaviness left me and 
the feeling of depression rolled away and a 
feeling of peace settled deep in my heart. 
As I knelt there in the healing quiet of the 
church, I realized for the first time what it 
was to have a personal religion—a personal 
faith—a personal God. 

I walked home with sure. firm steps and 
when I opened the front door, Jerry turned 
and faced me, his face contorted by fear 
and worry. [ went to him and put my arms 
around him and said, “It’s all right now. 
Jerry. It’s all over. I’m so very. very sorry 
for all the trouble and worry I’ve caused 
you.” At first he didn’t believe me. Who 
could blame him? Gradually. at my tone 
of voice, my calmness. he began to know. 

“What happened? What happened to 
you?” 

I sat down with him right then and hold- 
ing tight to his hand. I told him the truth. 
just as I have told it here. My voice only 
faltered once and that was when I con- 
fessed my jealousy of Doris. He ran his 
hand through his hair and then said, almost 
shamedly, “It wasn’t Doris at all. Betty. It 
was Martha—” 


My shock must have shown in my face, 
Martha! Plain, ordinary—He rushed on, 
~But that night I told you I was with an- 
other woman, well, it wasn’t like it 
sounded.” He got to his feet and began 
pacing the floor. “I know this sounds like 
an excuse but it’s the truth—you had been 
so cold and we had—” he spread his hands 
rather helplessly and I nodded. I under- 
stood, really I did. I could see now how 
much of this was my fault. I had driven 
him away. 

He went on, “Well, Martha and I both 
had too much to drink at the barbecue and 
we decided to go out on the town. She’s 
separated from her husband and rearing 
those two boys alone and I guess both of us 
were feeling pretty sorry for ourselves. | 
took her home—and she asked me in.” 

He hesitated for a moment and then, 
forcing himself, he said, “I don’t know how 
to explain it. She knew I wanted her and 
I knew she was willing. Both of us needed 
love, affection or whatever you want to call 
it. Then, all of a sudden, I had the craziest 
desire to run—and somehow she knew it.” 
He sat down and took my hand and finished 
simply. “That’s all there was—honest.” 

I believed him, I knew he was telling me 
the truth. I threw myself in his arms and 
clung to him. Huskily he said. “I know I 
haven't been a good husband. Betty, but I 
do love you. Perhaps I didn’t love you as 
[ should then when we were married. but I 
have learned to love you with all my heart.” 

There was so much [ wanted to tell him, 
but more important than that I had to show 
him. To prove to him that at last his wife 
had stepped from out of the darkness into 
the light and would devote the rest of her 
life to loving him—and trusting him. I 
would work so hard to create a home of 
love and happiness there would be no 
danger of the past creeping in to destroy it. 
I knew it could be done—with God’s help. 

THE END 





I Wanted Too Much 


(Continued from Page 33) 
J 5 


down, and I[ felt like some glamorous 
queen. I turned slowly and the skirt fluffed 
out. I lifted one side of the skirt and 
looked down at the graceful curve it made 
... I could just imagine myself dancing 
in it. A lump came to my throat. I wanted 
to wear this dress. I didn’t care about try- 
ing on any more. I really wanted to weat 
this dress! “I like this one.” I managed 
to say. 

“You ought to!” 
“Seventy-nine fifty retail— 

I felt my eyes go wide. All the dresses 
in my closet didn’t cost that much! 


Jean said smugly. 


“Turn around again—that dress really 
does something for you!” 

I could tell she really meant it. Happi- 
ness shot through me like a streak of 
lightning... . 

“It’s my newest dress—” 


My heart sank straight to my tues. She 
wouldn’t want me to wear a new dress. | 
couldn't blame her for that. Only. I 
wished she hadn’t let me try it on. 

Woodenly [ started taking the dress off. 
There were plenty of other dresses in that 
closet. Pretty dresses too. Beggars can’t 
be choosers, 1 told myself grimly. 

“You can wear it if you want to” 

I stared at her. “You'll let me wear your 
new dress, one you’ve never even worn?” 
I couldn’t believe it. 

“Oh, don’t be such a goof. Sure, you 
can wear it.” 

Gratitude was welling up, choking me. 
“T can’t thank you enough... .” 

Maggie flopped down on her bed, study- 
ing her nails. “Well, you can do me a 
little favor—that is—if you really want to 
thank me—” 
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“A favor—?” I echoed. 

“We're having that six week’s history 
test on Friday. Of all the crummy times 
to have a test! Nobody wants to study 
right before the dance—” 

I nodded, still not understanding. 

Jean looked up suddenly. “Miss Agner’s 
already warned me. If I fail the test, I'll 
fail for the term, and my folks’ll kill me!” 

“Oh, I'll help you!” I burst out. “We 
can start studying tonight—and tomorrow 
afternoon. I’m sure you can pass it!” 

Maggie’s eyes narrowed and she gave 
me a thin-lipped smile. “That’s not what 
| had in mind—exactly—” 

Suddenly I knew what she was getting 
at. but I tried not to think it. 

Maggie grabbed my arm. “Look Jean— 
I could study all the time for the next 
three days, and I still wouldn’t pass that 
test. I couldn’t even pass it with cheat 
notes. You know what kind of tests Miss 
Agner gives!” 

I wet my lips. “What do you want me 
to do?” 

Her eyes were flashing brightly. “You 
sit right behind me, don’t you? You could 
pass me the answers easy.” 

“What if I got them wrong? If our 
papers were just alike, she’d know—” 

She eyed me cooly. “You’re labeled a 
brain. You can get them all right if you 
try—and I’ll miss a few. Don’t you see— 
on purpose. Of course she’d suspect some- 
thing if 7 had a perfect paper.” 

A brain. Sure. I was a brain. But sud- 
denly it didn’t feel like I had one. I 
couldn’t think at all. I looked at Maggie 
and felt all bogged down, and tied up and 
worried and sick and scared. 

I just couldn’t do it! I’d never cheated 
in my life. I just couldn’t. Kenview High 
had an honor system. You were supposed 
to be honor-bound to turn anyone in you 
saw cheating, but no one ever went that 
far. There were those that cheated and a 
few who didn’t. and they left each other 
strictly alone. That was the honor system 
the students went by. 

Maggie must have read my mind. She 
clutched at my arm. “Look—you wouldn't 
be cheating, not really. You’d just be help- 
ing me. It wouldn’t be like someone giving 
you the answers . 
I thought dizzily. 

I glanced at the lavender cloud I’d hung 
hack in the closet and something sharp 
twisted in me. 

Maggie’s eyes followed my look. “Lis- 
ten—you can still 


.. Well, no, I guess not, 


wear the dress 
if you don’t help me—” Her voice sounded 
all sort of sad and hollow. like she’d lost 
her best friend. 

Well, I guess that did it. She wasn’t 
going to use the dress to force me to help 
her. I could wear it anyway. But | 
wouldn't feel right wearing her dress and 
not doing her a favor. I sucked in a deep 
breath, “All right. I'll help you.” 


even 


“You will—?” 
now. stuffing the dress in a big box she 
had gotten out of the closet. .. . 

I was more than an hour late. and Mom 
met me at the door. “Connie. I’ve been 
worried. Where on earth have you been?” 
Her eyes went to the box. “What’s that—?” 

“It’s a dress, Mom—” I went on in the 
house and she followed me. I opened the 
box on the bed. “Just look, Mom.” I said 
excitedly. “Isn’t it beautiful?” 

“Where did you get such a dress?” Mom 
asked, sounding dumbfounded. 


Maggie was all smiles 


“A girl loaned it to me.” I explained. 


“Maggie Honeycutt 


“It is pretty—it must have cost a lot. 
I don’t know that you should borrow a 
dress like that. I don’t even know that 


girl—” 

I hugged her. “Oh. Mom, I’m so lucky 
to have it—” And I sort of got swallowed 
up in my own happiness and forgot about 
the high price I was going to pay to 
wear it. 


O TUESDAY, Wednesday. and Thurs- 
day nights I boned up for the history 
test. Even after I was sure I knew just 
about anything Miss Agner could ask. I 
kept going over and over it. 

I could hardly breathe when I walked 
into class on Friday morning, the little 
white papers Maggie had given to me to 
When Miss 
Agner said good morning I didn’t look up. 
If she looked at my face, she’d know! I 


wondered why she didn’t hear my heart 


use tucked in my notebook. 


beating when I walked past, it was pound- 
ing so hard . . 
Miss Agner called the roll and then put 
the test on the board. 
It didn’t take me 
studied so 


finish. I'd 
wasn't a 
After I’d finished 


my paper I copied all the answers in orde1 


long to 


hard. There single 


question I wasn’t sure of. 


on the little sheets of paper. 

I looked around quickly to see if anyone 
was watching and then handed them to 
Maggie. I’m not cheating, she is, I kept 
telling myself. 

Everyone finished the test before the 
bell rang to let us out of class, so Miss 
Agner took the papers up and gave us a 
reading assignment. instead of letting us 
like 


done. She started checking the papers at 


go early most teachers would have 
her desk and I watched over the top of 
my book. 

In a moment she stopped checking and 
stared at Maggie. Then she said out loud. 
so everyone looked up, “Well, Maggie. it 
looks like you did all right. It just proves 
you can if you try.” Shame rose up in 
me, but Maggie smiled back at her, and 
said, “Yes, Miss Agner. I guess I just 
have to try “i 

Friday afternoon I got out the ironing 
board and lovingly ironed a little around 


the hem of the beautiful dress. I took my 
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bath early so I could fool around with 
ing up. 

Finally it was time to slip on my dress. 
[ combed my hair carefully and traced my 

with a new pink lipstick. Mom came 
ist as I was studying the total effect 
the mirror. “You look older than fif- 

The way Mom said it, it sounded 
ike something to be sad about. I couldn’t 
ee anything sad about that! 

She reached in her pocket. “You need 
jewelry ...” Mom said, holding out 
her hand. It was a locket with a purple 
“Your Dad gave me this before we 

ere married. I’ve kept it all these years—” 

“T might lose it,” I said. 

“You won't.” Mom said firmly. She un- 
locked the catch and put it around my 
eck. “I wish I could give you a lot of 
things. Girls ought to have pretty clothes— 
You’ve been such a good 


some 


tone 


nd_ things. 
|” 
[ kept my head down so she wouldn’t 
ee my face. “Oh, I have enough,” I said. 
The door bell rang then and I had to 
worry about letting Frankie in the house 
ind what to say and how to act. He shook 
\lom’s hand. and before she could start 
nstructing him, he said, “I'll have her in 
irly—don’t you worry.” 
| took a quick glance at Mom. and she 
smiling. She watched as we got in 
Frankie’s car and waved to us as we drove 
ff. I felt proud because Frankie had been 
polite and had said all the right things 
st like Carl always did. And I was glad 
hadn’t been cocky to Mom like he was 
the teachers at school. But most of all. 
[ was proud of the way he looked at me. 
he really liked what he saw... . 
\laggie and Skimp were already in the 
ck seat, so Frankie drove straight to the 
nnasium. 
There were kids milling around cars, 
some going in. I got out of the car 
ire of them looking at me. Something 
their eyes made me feel beautiful. pop- 
lar. My breath quickened at the excite- 
nt of the evening to come... but it 
the beginning of a nightmare because 
then Frankie grabbed my arm and 
pushed me back toward the car. Maggie 
nd Skimp were scrambling over each 
ther getting in the back seat. “Hurry. 
kid |. .” Frankie said. and I got in be- 
ise [ didn’t know what else to do. 
Frankie gunned the motor and we sped 
ff down the street, the car taking the 
“What’s wrong? 
Where are we going?” I asked. 
Out of the side of his mouth Frankie 
said. “That cop car—didn’t you see it—?” 
[ had a terrible sinking feeling. A po- 
What difference should 
Cold fear clutched at me. It 
like we were criminals, run- 
away from some crime. 
We can’t take any chances,” Maggie 
id from the back seat. “That man in the 


irves two wheels. 


on 


liceman’s car? 
that make? 


almost 


that 


brown suit—the man with the cops 
just happens to be Mr. Briggs. the mana- 
ger of Bruton’s Department Store.” 
“How would we be taking any chances?” 
I asked. trying to keep the quiver out of 
my voice. “I don’t understand—” 
Skimp let out a laugh. “Talk about in- 
nocence! How innocent can you get?” 
“T wish someone would tell me.” I said. 
a sob catching in my throat. “Aren’t we 
going to the dance—?” 
“Don’t be such a creep! 
think you got that dress you’re wearing? 
Don’t tell me you think I bought it—with 
what my folks make—?” Maggie laughed 
harshly. “To be so smart, you sure are 
dumb! I'd hate to have to depend on you 
for anything. A girl can get anything she 
wants—if she knows but we sure 
can’t go to the dance tonight—not to- 


How do you 


how. 


night!” 

“T had an idea something like this would 
happen,” Frankie tossed over his shoulder. 
“You ought to be more careful. You 
would’ve been better off wearing a damn 
feed sack tonight. Women!” 

A feed sack? My mind was whirring 
dizzily. I touched a soft fold of my dress. 
Maggie had stolen it. The beautiful. beau- 
tiful dress. Stolen! 

Skimp exploded, “Oh. lay off. If you 
two have got anything smart to say. you’d 
better save it to make sure we 
this mess... .” 

“Take us back to my house.” Maggie 
was saying. “We'd better get out of these 


get out of 


dresses.” 

The car lurched as Frankie 
sharp turn. “I’m not taking you anywhere 
until I get rid of the stuff in the trunk. 
They might have seen us leaving. They 
might even be at your house waiting on 


made a 


us by now.” 

We were outside town. out where there 
were no Frankie pulled to the 
side of the road. and we got out of the 
car. He lifted the trunk lid and I felt my 
eyes get all bugged out. The trunk was 
full of hub caps. shiny bright . . . flash- 
lights . .. | took a sharp breath. 
wishing [ could die. Right there on the 
road, collapse and die and never hear. 
see. or feel anymore. I clutched Frankie’s 
shoulder. “Take Please take 
me home... .” 

“Listen.” Frankie said. “Get out of my 
way and let us get rid of this stuff.” He 
was pulling the things out and_ tossing 
them by the side of the road. 

“All of it’s stolen. isn’t it?” I whispered 
through stiff lips. 

“No kind soul gave it to us!” 

“Ye gods.” Skimp groaned. “She’s really 
thick, isn’t she?” 

“Please take me home,” I tried again, 
but they weren’t listening, weren’t even 
looking at me. 


houses. 


. » tools . 


me home. 


RANKIE drove us to Maggie’s house, 


driving around the block twice to be 








sure no one was there waiting for us. They F at 1 
said they’d wait for us... . ry 

There was a loud ripping noise as T got A 
out of the car and caught my foot in the | brol 
hem of my dress. but Maggie didn’t seem | the 
to notice. She grabbed my arm. “Come § buti 
on—we’ve got to hurry—” she 

We went in the house and back to Mag. J 
gie’s room. Her folk were sitting in the “Mo 
kitchen and [ caught just a glimpse of the st 
beer cans on the table. Maggie yelled tp | 
them about having forgotten something ae 
and slammed her door behind us. She was | | | 
tearing out of her dress .. . I started tak. a 
ing mine off. men. 

Maggie nodded toward the bed. We'll Jean 
put them under the mattress -” She | steal 
gathered clothes out of the closet. “My A 
folks have got sense enough not to say | We'v 
anything. if anyone should come asking | night 
questions.” She pulled at the mattress, | Me 
“Well, can’t you help me. for Pete’s sake!” } dark 

She paused for a moment and gave me | dress 
a long look. her eyes narrowed. “Just don't } Sil 
forget you’re in on this too—” opene 

“No!” [ eried. “I didn’t know these Th 
things were stolen. Honest, I didn’t—” | in fre 

She took a step toward me. “Who's } sort ¢ 
going to believe it—?” month 

I stared. wide-eved. at her. I couldn't | Ther 
make a sound. it the 

Maggie shoved me toward the bed. “All } intend 
right. now. You know the score. Come | was s 
on and help me get these things under | kids tl 
the mattress.” what’s 

I forced myself to help her lift the mat- } dumb! 
tress and stuff all the beautiful formal | furiou 
under it. There were other things too. | “Mr 
Lots of clothes I'd remembered Maggie | rowed 
wearing to school. That red blazer. The | it. Ho 
blue sweater she’d had on just the other | tre f 
day. We spread them around even. so the | He 
bed wouldn’t hike up in one spot. I glanced | “We k 
toward the closet when we'd finished. I! lin with 


was almost empty now. It looked a lot like { paper— 








my closet at home... our mel 

Maggie jerked out a dress that'd seen Leaving 
better days and handed it to me to put on. Oh, ye 
She got a last year’s chemise out for her | “9p to 
self. She zipped it up, her hands shaking policem 
She was scared, all right, but just trying ample ¢ 
to act like she wasn’t... “She 

The drive back to my house is just @ policem: 
blur in my memory, but I remember do is to 
Frankie suggesting we take in a drive-in We'll g 
movie. and me saying no. . . I remember Mom 
them warning me not to say anything “Tell th 
anyone, no matter who asked me any que rowed tl 
tions. In a sort of shocked stupor I go ber the 
out of the car and walked up the from! member, 
walk to my house. There was a light o I didn 
in the front that Mom had left on for me tell. Soy 
Dully I thought: How am I going to fact i: tell, 
Mom? I opened the door. ‘We'll 

There was a terrible pounding in m Ff you do 
ears as I looked in the brightly lit room g * Stare 

. at Mom sitting to one side, her fate nails dig 
a terrible gray. her lips pressed tight like Mage 
she was trying to keep from crying «+: BP *#gie— 
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at the two uniformed men, and the man 
in the brown suit. 

A blinding flood built up in me and then 
broke loose. “Mom—Mom.” I flew across 
the room to her and knelt by the chair. I 
buried my head against her and the pins 
she kept stuck in the top of her dress 
sratched my face. But it didn’t matter. 
“Mom—Mom,” I sobbed over and over. 

She patted my head. “I’m sure we can 
—straighten—this—out—” 

I looked up. “I didn’t steal that dress. 
Mom, I didn’t!” My voice was like an 
explosion in the quiet room. 

“| know. I know.” She looked at the 
men. “You see—it’s just like I told you. 
Jean didn’t steal the dress. Jean wouldn’t 
steal anything . . .” 

A deep voice shot out. “She had it on. 
We've got proof she was wearing it to- 
night. Where’s the dress now?” 

Mom stared at me for a moment, her 
dark eyes confused. “Jean. where’s the 
dress? Jean, honey—” 

Silently I stared at the floor. My throat 
opened and closed, but I couldn’t speak. 

The man in the brown suit walked over 
in front of us. “There’s been a lot of this 
sort of thing going on the last couple of 
months. At all the stores all over town. 
The retail merchants had a meeting about 
it the other day. and let me tell you we 
intend to get to the bottom of it .. .” He 
was shaking his finger in my face. “You 
kids think we’re dumb, that we don’t know 
what’s been going on, but we’re not so 
lumb!” He was getting more and more 
furious. his hands shaking. 

“Mr. Briggs.” I whispered. “‘I bor- 
rowed the dress from a girl. I didn’t steal 
it Honest. I haven’t even been in your 
store for months.” 

He went on as if he hadn’t heard me. 








glanced 
hed. It 
lot like 


Pd seen 
put on. 
for her- 
shaking. 


t trying 


; just a 
member 
drive-in 
member 
thing 1 
ny ques 
or I got 
he front 
light on 
for me. 
to face 


x in my 


lit room 


“We know how you’re doing it—coming 
lia with big shopping bags stuffed with 
paper—going in the dressing rooms with 
our merchandise and putting it in the bags. 
Leaving the paper in the dressing rooms. 
Oh, yes, we know! There’s got to be a 
stop to it too!” He turned back to the 
policemen. “I’m going to make an ex- 
ample of this girl.” 
| “She says she didn’t steal it,” one of the 
policemen interrupted. “All she needs to 
do is to tell us who she borrowed it from. 
We'll get to the bottom of this . . .” 

Mom took my hand and held it tight. 
‘Tell them, Jean. Tell them who you bor- 
towed the dress from—I couldn’t remem- 
ber the girl’s name—” Mom didn’t re- 
member! 

I didn’t say a word. I couldn’t. I couldn’t 
tell. Something in me just wouldn’t let 
me tell, 

“We'll have to take you to the station 
ff you don’t...” 


I stared hard at the floor and felt my 





her face Pils digging into the palms of my hand. 


ight like 
ing -:' 


“ . 
Maggie!” Mom exploded. “Maggie— 
aggie—Honeycutt!” 










was for me. 
quickly relieved the itching, 
stinging, burning misery.” 
Merokdenes Kode 


Richmond, Va, 


* “I used to lie awake at night and cry 
because of itching, burning acne pimples on 
my face. Nothing I tried seemed to help. 
Finally my mother bought some Black and 
White Ointment, and what a glad day that 
Black and White Ointment 









Wonderful Relief for 
Itching, Stinging, 
Burning of 


ACNE 
PIMPLES 












More For Your Money ! 


Thousands praise the fast 
relief that Black and White 
Ointment brings to itching, 
stinging burn of eczema, 
acne pimples, bumps and 
simple ringworm. You, too, 
can enjoy this same grand 
relief! Large 75¢ size con- 
tains 414 times as much as 
regular 35¢ size. Trial size 
only 25¢. Keep skin clean 
with Black and White Soap. 
Over 51 Million Packages Sold! 
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A Soothing Dressing - 
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MINOR CUTS 
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New Capsule Treatment 
Zi RESTORES 
NATURAL-LIKE 
HAIR COLOR 

























Minutes 
Complete Treatment 


only 89¢ 
Nothing Else to Buy 


Now — wonderful BLACK 
STRAND hair coloring 
streaked, old-looking hair. 
the way it brings youthful-like, natural looking black 
or brown shades that take years from your looks. 


Adds Lustre and Radiant Highlights 


Professional-Like Home Results 


Tonight, watch streaked, gray, dull, faded, burnt and life- 
less hair respond to BLACK STRAND Hair Coloring. 
Watch how it colors each hair shaft from root to tip 
leaving it shiny, lustrous, lovely to look at. Touch up only 
as new hair grows out. Easy, simple directions guarantee 
to produce breathtaking results. Money back guarantee. 


Choose from Jet Black, Black, 
BLACK Dark Brown, Medium Brown 
STRAND or Light Brown. Only 89¢ 
plus tax—at druggists 
HAIR COLORING everywhere. 
STRAND PRODUCTS CO. 
118 S. Clinton St. ©@ Chicago 6, Ill. 
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It’s almost like ‘‘magic’’ 
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DO YOU 
WANT 
POWER? 


Power to make you victorious in all you undertake? 
Power to make people admire you? Power to earn 
money? Power to gain popularity—love? Power to 
make anyone follow you? I will send you informa- 
tion which is the result of scientific research, This 
information and directions will help you become 
more masterful and exert greater influence. You will 
be able to break prevailing misconceptions. IF YOU 
ARE NOT DELIGHTED, YOUR MONEY IMMEDIATELY 
REFUNDED. Just send your name and address. Pay on 
delivery $2.00 plus postage or send $2.00 cash or 
money order and I will pay postage. . 
FREE with every order: Talismanic Seal of Luck in 

blood-red ink on Egyptian mottled parchment. 


SECULAR PRODUCTS, Dept. 101-D 
504 HICKSVILLE RD., MASSAPEQUA, N. Y. 








how can you 


DEVELOP 


a more beautiful body...? 


We believe you can by 

using our special genuine 
OIL OF MINK with ROYAL BEE JELLY 
with our special exercise plan 
NOW this unique combination is 
available to ail women who long . 
for exciting figure beauty, Tones 
and soothes the body 4 
muscles, and provides 
a more supple figure 
and improves posture, 












—EEE 
Full 1 oz. 
Jar$1.98 


For BOSOM, LEG, HIP | jar g2.98 


and THIGH Muscles j 5.1; 4 oz. 
Jar $5.00 


You can order: 

MINK ROYALE CREME : 
...only by mail at special introductory prices. 
Safe, harmless. MONEY BACK GUARANTEE. Save 
32¢ on postage. Send cash, check or M.O. with 
order. $1.00 deposit MUST accompany C.0.D 
orders. Balance collect plus P.O. charges. 


MARSHALL DRUG REMEDIES, INC. © 
DEPT. 10-E, Box 188, Forest Hills 75, N.Y. 
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Well. that’s all it took. Mom rememberd 
Maggie’s name suddenly, and the police- 
men left our house to get her. I knew 
Maggie would think I had told, but I didn’t 

ire much. 

\fter the men left Mom fussed over me 

I'd been sick or something. It made 
feel awful. Even though I hadn’t stolen 
he dress, or even known it was stolen, I’d 
heated to wear it. That night as I took 
the locket with the purple stone, I 
ouldn’t hold it back any longer. I ran 
to Mom’s arms and sobbed out the whole 
serable story. 

I know I’m really lucky, having a mother 
like Mom. She said sometimes we have 

learn things the hard way—through our 

vn mistakes. And that sometimes little 
wrongs can grow into big trouble. She 
dn’t fuss or nag or scold, but there was 
1 hurt look behind her eyes she couldn’t 
le. I guess I realized how unimportant 
hings like dresses to wear to dances really 
and how important other things are. 
ave the important things. I know that 
uw ee 
When Maggie couldn’t squirm out of her 
ible. she told on Skimp and Frankie. 
It didn’t take the police long to get all the 
lence they needed. Maggie was so mad 
cause she thought I’d told on her that 
he tried to make them think I was guilty 
but a lot of the teachers at school 
ent to bat for me and convinced the 
enile judge that I wasn’t the type to be 
nixed up in anything like that. Maggie 

{| Skimp and Frankie were sent to re- 
formatories for two years. 

\ certain bunch of kids at school hate 

now. Some of the others who used to 
my friends don’t have too much to do 
h me. Even though I was innocent, my 
ne was linked with scandal. And that’s 
ugh for some people. 

\ll except Carl. It’s not enough for him. 
He’s still hanging around, friendly as ever. 
\lom and [I talked it over and she con- 

ed me that I didn’t have to tell Carl 
heated on the exam. She said his know- 

2 wouldn’t change what I’d done on the 

tory test that day. I told Miss Agner, 

sugh. and she changed my grade to 
ero. But her face had a kind, under- 
ding look, like she 


elling her the truth when I didn’t have to. 


admired me for 


[ can’t seem to make most of the kids 
iderstand that I never really stole any- 


thing. And I can’t make Maggie’s and 
Skimp’s and Frankie’s friends understand 


I hadn’t told on them. School gets 
gh when of them point their 
gers at me and whisper behind my back 
but loud enough for me to hear the whis- 

pering—but Carl took off his glasses and 
knocked one boy down for calling me a 
juealer. If Carl and Mom can go on 
isting me and stick by me. I guess I can 


THE END 


some 


by just fine. 


Child of Deceit 


(Continued from Page 21) 


to think of anything except the task at 
hand. not to feel the crowding in of lone- 
liness, the desire for comfort. Sometimes 
I'd stop in the middle of the thing I was 
doing and just try to find myself. I was 
beginning to feel like someone else doing 
all the things that must be done and trying 
not to be hurt over Harv’s withdrawal from 
me or death, which was so very close now. 
I always tried to go about without thinking. 
but covering grief and turmoil with a shell 
of calm activity. But often the shell slipped 
and I would cling to the nearest thing— 
sink, broom, chair, anything—and shake 
with nerves. And I was so tired—so tired 
and lonely! 


INALLY Dad became bedfast. Except 
for grief over what I knew were his last 
days, it was easier that way. Dr. West 
came three times a week and often I’d pour 
him a cup of coffee and we'd talk. Some- 
times he was the only person I'd talk to 
outside of Harv and I began to look for- 
ward to his coming. I'd chat about silly 
things sometimes and other times it would 
be serious. I knew that Dr. West was a 
very brilliant man and yet it was as though 
we were friends. He made me feel smart 
and good, but what’s more he made me 
feel my old self again rather than a 
stranger in a shell. He asked me to call 
him by his first name. 

“We see each other often enough to be 
friends,” he told me. “You'd better just 
call me Cliff.””, And we were friends. When 
Cliff was there I could smile and talk and 
get outside that quiet shell of waiting. 
With Harv away so much of the time and 
all our friends long since out of the pic- 
ture, it was Cliff I turned to. No one came 
except the college boy who helped with 
Dad and the doctor. With Dad and Harv, 
they made up my world. 

I wish I knew what peculiar chemistry 
worked to cause what happened. I don’t. 
I swear to you, that I never thought of Dr. 
West intimately. I knew he was not mar- 
ried, but I thought of him only as a doctor 
and a friend. I wasn’t aware of any un- 
fulfilled sex desire. 
tired and run-down to have any urges even 
toward Harv and only submitted to him 
when I felt it was necessary. On those 
rare occasions I played a game of response. 
but felt none. Then how did it happen? 
How? 

My father had intestinal flu and his con- 
trol over elimination was faulty at best. 
Now control became impossible. I remem- 
ber when Dr. West came to see Dad, [ lit- 
erally wailed at him, “I’ve changed the bed 
five times today, already! What am I go- 
ing to do?” Dad had a signal for atten- 
tion. a buzzer Harv had installed, but Dad’s 


I was honestly too 


wasted muscles made reaching it very diff. 
cult and I hadn’t been able to get to him in 
time. 

Dr. West went in to examine Dad and | 
went on dusting the living room. He came 
out shaking his head. 

“Edith, you’d better use diapers from 
now on. I don’t believe—” 

I never gave him a chance to finish. It 
was so terrible! Diapers! On my Dad! 
I was aware of pain, terrible pain in my 
throat, my stomach. I bent forward cry- 
ing. mouth open, hoarse tearing sobs shak. 
ing me. Dr. West helped me to the bed- 
room. 

“My stomach,” I moaned. He loosened 
my wrap-around house coat and began 
probing here and there into my stomach. 
I went on crying all the while, but more 
quietly. To his questions I nodded or 
shook my head no. 

He got up from the bed finally. “TI think 
it’s just nerves, Edith, but you better come 
into the office and let me check you more 
thoroughly.” He bruhsed the hair from 
my forehead, his hands very tender, and I 
could read in his dark eyes a deep concern 
for me. “Stay there and I'll get you a 
tranquilizer.” When he came back he 
slipped his arm beneath my shoulders and 
lifted me so I could drink water with the 
pill. 

Is my memory deliberately blacking out 
that scene? I remember so little of the 
details and yet I remember feelings. I 
remember that I still sobbed a little as I 
looked up into his dark eyes and I remem- 
ber the line of his hair as he bent over me. 
I was puzzled by the look in his eyes— 
pity, compassion and that something un- 
readable. I put the glass on the table on 
the other side of the bed and turned back 
toward him. 

I remember whispering, “I’m so glad 
you come to see Dad, you're wonderful.” 

His voice was husky. “Edith, Edith.” 
he murmured, pulling my shoulders close 
and cradling my head on his shoulder. 
Still | wasn’t aware of desire. Perhaps it 
was his beautiful, soothing hands stroking 
down my back that aroused. Maybe the 
sound of his deep voice saying. “If I could 
only help you, if there were something I 
could do. You've been so wonderful! Oh. 
Edith. Edith!” I know I raised my face 
to his, that I responded to his hands i 
their tender caresses over my body and I 
know that what happened between us was 
not a wild and passionate thing but tender 
and sweet. Only once in the forgetfulness 
of that time did I have any regret. 
opened my eyes and the sunlight nearly 
blinded me. I thought, “If I could only 
turn out the light!” and I closed my eye 
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tightly and gave myself to the -weet forget- 
fulness of the moment. 

Even afterward when Cliff left me. say- 
ing. “Sleep if you can. I'll see your father 
before I go,” I didn’t regret. He came 
back to say, “He’s all right. He'll sleep 


for a couple of hours. You rest too—and 
—and Edith, don’t be sorry for this. I— 
|—could say I’m sorry—but I won't. I 
think I’ve loved you for a long time. I'll 


never touch you again though, I promise.” 
He bent over and kissed my forehead. 
“Sleep, darling.” I slept for over an hour. 

It wasn’t until later that I looked at Harv 
coming home tired and looking sad and 
somehow very much alone in his own house 
that I thought, ““What kind of woman are 
you, to betray a man as good as Harv?” 
Then I asked myself if it wasn’t as much 
his fault as mine. He didn’t really have 
to work so hard, did he? He didn’t have 
to stay away from the house. I could have 
used his comfort and help and then maybe 
[ wouldn’t have let such a terrible thing 
happen. I looked at myself in the mirror 
to try to find signs of what I’d done on my 
face. It had been a long time since I’d 
looked at myself closely. My hair had 
strands of grey and little lines had begun 
toetch my face. “Because you’ve sinned,” 
[ said to myself in the mirror, but that 
wasn’t sensible. I shook my head at my- 
self, but underneath I must have believed 
t. No matter how I tried to justify my- 
self by blaming Harv. I had sinned. 

My calendar day was three days overdue 
when Harv approached me. I went to his 
bed with self-loathing and dread. I hated 
every minute with him. I couldn’t forget 
another time. a man’s hands that had 
healing tenderness instead of a clumsy 
halting love in their caress. This was the 
thing that tore me apart. left my 
raw and shaking. left me dazed and wild. 

A week later Dad died. I forgot. in grief 
and in the relief of having his suffering at 
an end, but I didn’t forget for 
that. 


nerves 


long after 


AD hadn’t been in 

when the 
Whose baby did I carry 
I didn’t want to think, but Cliff was the 
doctor Harv called. I hadn't told him I 
was pregnant and he was sick with worry. 
I'd held nothing on my stomach for three 
days, 


his grave a month 
began. I knew! 


-Cliff’s or Harv’s? 


nausea 


I saw the awareness in Cliff's eyes as he 
began to question me briefly. 
Harv, 
ter?” 


He said to 
“If I could have a cold glass of wa- 


As soon as Harv left. 
probably pregnant?” 

“What am | going to do?” | 
“It isn’t Harv’s baby. We 
weren’t— 

He took a deep breath. 
him, I want to marry you.’ 

Violently I sat up. “No,” 
“no! T don’t want that.” 

\larmed he grabbed my shoulder and 


“You know you're 


sobbed. 
didn’t—-we 


“Tf you will tell 


I screamed, 


shook me. “Hush!” He pressed my face 
against his chest. “Oh. darling. I said I] 
wasn’t sorry, but to have done this to you. 
Whatever you decide—” He released 
me as we heard Harv coming back with 
the water. 
The rest of it is a nightmare. I couldn’t 
understand Harv’s reaction to the baby. 
“A baby?” told 
him after Dr. He seemed 


he exclaimed when I 


West had gone. 


to sag before he groped about and sat on 
my dressing table stool. “A baby—but— 


but I—” he stopped. I had to force myself 
to pretend the kind of joy I might have 
felt had I not known that it was Cliff’s 
child and not Harv’s. 

I said brightly, “ 
Isn’t it what we 
after all these 
having a baby. 
by my sin, I wanted to hug my arms about 
myself and find a little private corner and 
dream and plan about the baby. 

Harv still didn’t look happy and I asked, 
‘Are you worried about me? If you are, 
shouldn’t be. It should make me for- 
about—about Dad.” I choked back 
the over Dad’s terrible illness and 
death. “I wish he could have known.” 

Harv seemed visibly to pull himself to- 
Slowly “Yes, 
ried about you.” 

I reached my 


Harv? 
\ baby 
I was glad to be 
Even though I was shamed 


Aren’t you glad. 
always wanted. 
years!” 


you 
get 


grief 


gether, he said, I am wor- 
arms toward him. “Don’t 
be, honey.” I pleaded, not understanding 
or liking the strange look in his eyes. 

He didn’t respond to my arms. but got 
up and squeezing my hand briefly. he mum- 
bled, “It'll take time to get used to—that’s 
all—just take He left lying 
there. 

After that Harv treated me kindly. help- 
ing me with the heavy work the 
house, but always as if there were a wall 


time.” me 


about 


between us. 
knew- 


It was almost as though he 
but I tried to put the thought out 
of my mind. I worried. I condemned my- 
self. Night after I lay 
when I did sleep, terrible dreams stalked 


night awake and 


through the night. My sin preyed on my 
mind constantly. 


i WAS about three months pregnant 
It was a Sun- 
day and Harv was there. I hadn’t slept at 
all the night before and I was trying to 
It’s all 


when my mind gave out. 


rest. bit hazy and yet I recall 


going to the mirror and seeing my hair 
with threads of grey, the lines in my face. 


“Only will 


laugh at me. 


thirty.” I thought. “People 
People will laugh.” 

I lay down on the bed. “Harv’s bed” I 
thought of it, the bed where I’d committed 
adultery. I looked opened my eyes 
and the sun blinded me. “Turn it off!” I 
Over and over until the words 

and left my 
turn off the light,” 
Harv 


trying 


up, 


whispered. 
throat raw. 
I yelled. 


franti- 


out 
off, 

that 

me, 


screamed 
“Turn it 
I realized was working 


cally over to soothe me with 


words and massage, that he put warm wet 


cloths on my head, was offering me a glass 
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1 I went back. 


| 
i 


‘ 
y 


iter. When he ran to the phone tor 
I screamed, “Don’t phone! Don’t 
e!” I didn’t want to see anyone. I 
ember yelling, “People will laugh at 
’ll be a dried-up prune with white 
and people’ll laugh,” and inside me 
w they’d laugh because it was Cliff's 
and not Harv’s. But I didn’t tell. I 
t the secret. 
ven in the hospital I didn’t tell, when 
baby was born and I saw the dark hair 
his head that curled like Cliff's and the 
slender fingers, I didn’t tell. I never 
home with the baby. I’d gone from 
psychiatric ward to the maternity ward 
All the months I strug- 
| to get well and I never once told my 
to anyone. 
hen why. when I was free, was I telling 
Dr. Alred. I could keep the secret. 
id. but even so I knew Id never be truly 
ntil I had help. 
| gone home to Harv and my little son. 
e was a housekeeper who had been 
d to do my job and who stayed on to 
me get used to things again. It all 
ed so strange. 
it first night I’d had to crawl into 
; bed that I called “the adultery bed” 
thoughts. He reached for me with 
clumsy hands. “Edith.” he whis- 
“It’s wonderful to have you home. 
nissed you so!” TI had to pretend, to 
myself to respond to him. When he 
pered “I love you, darling, let’s never 
of the past again. let’s live for now.” 
wered truthfully. 
[ love you, too, Harv. I hope we can 
ippy.” But somehow I knew my bitter 
et still stood between us and happiness. 
ly little son was such a cheerful baby. 
ess every mother thinks her child is 
eptional, but Dickie played quietly in 
rib or wherever he was and seldom 
was ill. 
Harv didn’t seem to react as Id 
ted he would. Tf he had to hold him 
ould—like the night I was getting his 
le ready and had him all dry and in 


i Ol 


Own. 

Hold him while I see if the milk’s hot.” 
It seemed to me that Harv was 

to protest, but I put Dickie in his 
and turned away so he said nothing. 
[ came into the room again I caught 
on Harv’s face that made me start 

ike. It was a look that he might have 
if he had known Dickie was not his. 
as though he were resenting him 


11a 


rying not to. 
n he saw me and the look became a 
e such as I’d seen before since coming 
the hospital. He smiled. but falsely. 
s voice had a bright heartiness as he 
When he saw how 


‘All ready now?” 


shaking he jumped up and put one 
bout me while he held Dickie. 
rapped my arms about them both and 
“Harv, oh, Harv.” I begged. 
do love us, don’t you?” 

re was nothing false about his “You 


dd to ¢ ry. 


know I love you, Edith.” He was so sweet 
to me, as he put first Dickie to bed and 
then helped me. still crying. to bed. All 
I could think of, though, was that “you” 
can refer to just one. Did he love Dickie 
and me or just me? 

The next day when the housekeeper 
came to help me I said casually, “I guess 
my husband had quite a time with Dickie 
while I was in the hospital?” 

She went on with the sweeping. There 
was no way she could have known how her 
answer added to my dread. “Oh, he didn’t 
have much to do with him. Some men take 
a while to learn to be a father. He'll begin 
to love him when he starts to walk and 
talk. My husband was always scared of 
the little tiny ones.” She went on chatting 
about fathers and babies. but her homely 
philosophy didn’t help. I worried con- 
stantly about Harv’s feeling for Dickie. 
Often I caught myself tensely watching his 
reactions. 


HAT’S what I told Dr. Alred that day 

in his office. He took time to go into 
my feelings about Harv. my guilt over the 
past, whether or not I loved Dr. West. I 
assured him I didn’t. that it seemed only 
comfort I needed from Cliff West. 

He leaned forward in his chair. “Our 
time’s nearly gone, but I want to ask you 
one thing. Did your husband keep that 
appointment to be checked for the reason 
you couldn’t have children?” 

Bewildered I shook my head. 
think so. Why?” 

“Well. his reactions have been strange 
to you. One of the things that pushed you 
toward this breakdown was the fear he 
might know. It could have been your own 
feeling of guilt.” 


“T don’t 


I .thought back. struggling blindly 
through memories. but feeling. always 
feeling. I felt Harv’s bewilderment over 


my pregnancy, his saying, “Let’s not think 
of the past again—” when I came home. 
He seemed to try to love the baby and yet 
he turned away as though the very sight 
of it was more than he could bear. But I 
couldn’t believe he really knew! 

“Tf I thought for a minute he knows 
I began. but then what would I do? What 
could I do? 

The doctor picked up a pen from his 
desk and began twirling it like an axle be- 
tween the fingers of both hands. “I’m 
sorry our time is more than past. We'll 
have to talk about it next time. Shall we?” 

I gathered my purse and gloves and 
realized my hands were shaking. One of 
the gloves fell and I watched it while the 
doctor picked it up and placed it carefully 
back in my hand. 

“Don’t worry.” he said. “Now that 
you’ve told me this, I think we can cope 
with it.” 

Shakily I walked down the bare hall 
filled not with the antiseptic smell of the 
hospital but some spicy food from the 
ward kitchen. I almost gagged as I stum- 


bled and then consciously recovered and 
collected myself to go out and drive home, 
I was afraid. I didn’t want to go back to 
that psychiatric ward to stay and yet, | 
knew that I was very close to breaking 
down again. 

How I ever managed the twelve mile 
drive home, or lived through the rest of 
the day while I waited for Harv to come 
home, I'll never know. When he came | 
watched each move, every gesture. while 
it beat through my head, “Does he know 
—does he know?” The housekeeper left 
and Harv helped me finish putting dinner 
on the table. Several times I dropped 
something because I was so nervous over 
my talk with the psychiatrist. My guilty 
conscience plagued me until I could hardly 
eat. As I ate. I spooned Dickie’s food to 
him—pureed carrots and then a custard, 

Before I was finished I noticed Hary 
was ready for his dessert. “Here. Hary, 
you feed Dickie and [ll whip the cream 
for your pie.” I said. attempting to hand 
him the spoon. 

It seemed he answered too quickly, too 
vehemently. “No, no, you do it. I can 
wait.” Or, did I read more into the words? 

After supper I put Dickie to bed and 
came back to do the dishes. Harv was 
drying the glasses and silver and we let 
the other things drain dry. As Harv was 
hanging the dish towel up I started to wash 
the meat platter. but my nervous, fumbling 
fingers let it slip. I saw it, shattered ina 
hundred pieces on the floor. It really 
wasn’t important or expensive. but some 
how it was like my life—shattered. 

I felt every muscle. every nerve in my 
body strung tight as piano wire. I put my 
wet hands up to my face as the sobs burst 
forth from my lips. “I can’t stand it!”] 
moaned. “I can’t stand it!” I kept say- 
ing it over and over as Harv helped me to 
a chair. 

Gently he said, “Let me dry your hands 
and face. Edith, then ll help you to bed. 
You'll feel better in the morning.” 

The thought of bed—the adultery bed 
—brought me down to an even more help- 
less crying. “I can’t stand to go to bed,” 
I shrieked at him. 
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Patiently Harv said, “Edith, you’ve got didn’t love you or that I loved him. I 








| and § to get hold of yourself.” know that.” I said when I finished the 
home, Then I knew! I'd never get hold of story. “You seemed so far from me, so 
ck to myself, never be well until I made my seldom home, never really with me when 
yet, I [| peace with Harv and so with myself. you were home. I felt Cliff was the only 
aking “Harv,” I said as I sat up and looked friend [ had and in that one moment—the 
at him through tear-filled eyes, “I’ve got |—well, the only comfort I had left.” Wear- 
mile to tell you. Even if you leave me and __ ily I got to my feet. “Ill have to ask you 
est of | never come back, I’ve got to tell you.” to let me stay -here until I can find a place 
come He tried to stop me. to get me to lie for the baby and me. Harv. I can’t—” 
ame | | down and rest, but I went on. “My God, don’t leave me!” The cry 
while “Dickie is not your child. I can’t keep from Harv stopped me. “Oh, Edith. you’re 
know ita secret any longer.” everything in the world to me! Now that 
r left There was a silence and then I heard _ it’s all in the open we can work it out. I 
linner | Harv say. “Do you remember the tests, know we can. I'll learn to love Dickie. 
opped | Edith? The ones I was to take to see if He'll be like he was my own. I know he 
s over | [could be a father?” will. It was the wondering—the doubt— 
guilty I felt a chill start up my spine. I knew _ that tore me apart.” 
hardly } what he was going to say. I could hardly believe what he was say- 
ood to “| kept that appointment and I found ing and when I did I went into his arms _ | 
istard, | out I’d never father a child. I’m com- and clung to him. “Oh. Harv.” I whis- 


Harv } pletely sterile.” He reached over and took  pered. “forgive me!” 


Harv, | my hand in both of his. “I didn’t tell you “Yes, yes!” he said. “But I’m the one TRUST YODORA 










cream | at the time because you had enough grief. who should beg forgiveness! To have let Get the beauty-cream deodorant... 

» hand | Then when you—when I found out you you down so badly when you needed me!” | fortified for protection you can trust. 
were pregnant, I decided Id try to accept We talked for hours. then. Things are | Yodora is smooth white ... specially 

ly. too | the baby as mine.” working out. Harv and Dickie are my ki 

: ‘ ’ , , . ; ind to normal 

I can I burst out. “But you don’t accept him!” whole life. I don’t see that look of reserve : P 

words? Harv shook his head miserably. “I keep on Harv’s face any more. My psychiatrist delicate skin. ( 

od and | wondering—why. Edith. why did it hap- is dismissing me after my visit next week. : 

rv was | pen and with who?” I could see tears in Somehow, I feel that we have managed to 

we let | his eyes and I pitied him. find happiness. the kind of happiness that NEW t 





, : ; _ ' 
rv was Haltingly. I told him the story of how can never be built on deceit and lies. 
o wash | Dickie was conceived. “It wasn’t that I THE END YO DO | = A 
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I walked in and Pete said. “This is Bette, going to do his stint in the service. “Over- 


d me to 


Jimmie,” and Jimmie smiled and said, “A seas.” he said quietly. “I thought I'd like 
+ hands new sister. And pretty as a picture—how to get it over with.” His dark eyes held | IT COVERS GRAY HAIR 
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while ] mumbled, “Excuse me. I’m going gone and I’d be alone again. 
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But it seemed hours before I could go to 
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know it ever was 
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Something that didn’t really make sense. 
[ wanted more than that. I wanted Jimmie 
to tell me of his love. To ask me to wait 
for him . . . Why. I'd be sixteen when he 
came back—old enough to get married... 
] OVERSLEPT that next morning, and 
when I walked down the stairs I went 
right into Jimmie’s arms. He stood there 
vaiting for me, smiling a little. “I began 
to think I'd have to come up and carry you 
down,” he laughed. “What for breakfast, 
fair one?” I began to giggle then. He was 
vonderful. He just had to love me—I 
ouldn’t live if he didn’t. I nibbled at my 
Drank a half a cup of coffee—tried 
to get caught up in Jimmie’s gay mood. 
Let’s walk down to the park and back,” 
he suggested as we dried the dishes. “And 
we'll stop at Lee’s for a hamburger—you'll 


toast 


tarve on what you're eating.” 
we went. laughing, talking 


SO away 


ibout everything except that Jimmie would 
oon be gone. I guess we both wanted to 
forget it—and we did for a while. 

But back home again we were suddenly 
grave and tense. “Let’s dance,” Jimmie 
said softly, putting on a record. “I want 


you in my arms—” he smiled down at me 
ind my heart caught at the look in his eyes. 
The music was sweet and low and Jimmie 


held me close. I was trembling, and he 
laid his cheek against my hair. “You’re so 
Bette!” he whispered. “I love you, 


darling!” His voice was husky. “You know 


weet 


that, don’t you!” 
[ nodded. “I—I love you, too,” I burst 
Oh. Jimmie! I love you so. I'll die 
No one loves me but you! 
And your Dad hates me. 


you £0. 
Vom 
[here’s no one but you- 
choke back the tears. “Please, Jimmie, say 
ou’ll love me always. I want you so—” I 


doesn’t. 
—* | was trying to 


guess I didn’t know what I was saying. But 

[ felt Jimmie’s arms tighten about me, and 

he swung me to the davenport and pulled 
e down beside him, still in his arms. 

Let me love you, darling,” he whis- 

d, holding me so close I couldn’t move. 


| could feel his heart pounding against 
mine. And then suddenly—differently—his 
lips were searching my face, against the 


little hollow in my throat. “Oh, Bette, my 
ng! I can’t stop loving you—you’re 

Kiss me, Bette—” His lips moved 
er my face again and I felt myself go all 


mine 


limp in his arms, and a strange need that I 
ircely understood stirred in me. 

Bette,” Jimmie groaned. And then his 
lips were against mine—clinging, sweet, 
demanding! ) 

[t seemed in those few minutes as though 
the whole world was exploding in a glory 
of rapture. A rapture that was beautiful 
ind good because it was Jimmie—Jimmie 
who loved me, Jimmie whom I loved .. . 

[ cried a little afterwards. And Jimmie 
patted my shoulder awkwardly. “I’m sorry, 
” he.mumbled. “I didn’t mean for it 


baby 
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to happen—” I waited for him to take me 
into his arms again and say, “I love you. 
Will you wait for me? Ill come back to 
you and then we'll be married.” 

But he didn’t say that. He didn’t say 
anything. All he did was to stumble to his 
feet, looking a little uneasy and avoiding 
my eyes. “Guess [ll go up and do some 
packing.” He spoke so low I could scarcely 
hear what he said. 

I went upstairs, too, and threw myself 
across the bed, huddled there staring at 
the ceiling, too stunned and ashamed to 
cry again. For suddenly, terribly, I knew 
that what Jimmie had felt for me wasn’t 
love. It wasn’t anything decent. And I 
knew, too, that I’d been partly to blame. 
I’d wanted love so much! I’d been so sure 
that Jimmie loved me when he held me in 
his arms that everything seemed right and 
beautiful. But instead it was ugly—ugly! 
I hid my face in my pillow as shame and 
misery washed over me. 

Maybe. I told myself desperately, he will 
tell me he loves me before he leaves. That 
everything will be all right . But Jim- 
mie managed to keep out of my way the 
rest of the time. He didn’t come down till 
Mom and Pete were there. and once when 
they both left the room he walked outdoors, 
pretending to see how the weather was. But 
I knew it was because he didn’t want to 
have to talk to me alone. And when I 
started up to bed, he said, real formal, “I'll 
say goodbye now, Bette, because I'll be 
leaving early in the morning.” 

“Oh,” I gasped. my voice all ragged and 
shaky. “I—I—well Jimmie!” 
And I ran up the stairs as fast as I could. I 


goodbye, 


was so ashamed. And I despised myself. 
What a fool ’'d been! Just a push-over for 
the first boy who came along with sweet 
words and smooth talk. 

And then another awful thought struck 
me. Suppose I got pregnant! If anything 
like that happened, I thought frantically. 
Mom would kill me. And what would Pete 
say! Would he blame Jimmie or would he 
take it out on me . 


WENT through a nightmare of horror 

those next days. Luckily school started 
and I could forget a little. But not much. 
Would I know if I were pregnant, I fretted. 
I’d heard that sometimes you didn’t really 
know for a month or so. Mom had never 
told me much about those things .. . I'd 
get to thinking about it in class and worry- 
ing, and the first thing I knew I hadn't 
heard a word the teacher said. 

And at home it was the same. If I felt a 
little dizzy or something I'd think, I’m 
going to have a baby. I got so I couldn’t 
eat—food looked awful. And I just moped 
around. It’s funny how, when something 
awful has happened, your thoughts will 
jump to everything. I’d think of Jimmie 
and how I’d thought I loved him. Of Mom, 
and how she’d been so busy always. And 


of Pete and how sweet he’d been at first 
and then turned against me. And I'd think, 
too, of the other kids and the good times 
they seemed to have with their parents and 
I'd end up by erving because nobody loved 
me and I’d never be happy 

That’s the way things were that Sunday 
when I was so desperate to talk to Mom. 
I'd been watching the calender, counting 
the days off. and now I was crazy-scared. 
Almost a week past! I must be pregnant. 
It couldn’t be anything else. What could 
I do? J had to do something. 

Please, Mom, 1 begged her silently. let 
me talk to you. Tell me you love me—that 
you'll help me. But she never gave me a 
chance to put it into words. 

I was up in my room when Mom and 
Pete were ready to leave. “We're going.” 
Mom called. “We'll be back about 9:30, 
There’s chicken and salad and half that pie 
I baked. Do try to eat something.” And 
they were gone. 

I stood there by the window watching 
their car turn the corner—hating them— 
loving them! I’d show them. I wouldn't be 
here when they came back. I knew what I 
could do . . . There was the week’s groc- 
ery money in the kitty on the kitchen shelf. 
I'd take that. It wouldn’t be wrong, I tried 
to tell myself—but I couldn’t help wishing 
I had some of my own so I wouldn't have 
to take what didn’t really belong to me. 

I called the station and found there was 
a bus going north at 7:30. I'd play smart, 
I planned. Buy a ticket to San Francisco 
and then I'd get off before we got there. 
If they did look for me that would throw 
them off my track. But maybe they won't 
even care that ’'m gone, I thought bitterly. 

I jammed a few things in my suitcase 
and snapped it shut, grabbed my purse and 
coat and walked slowly to the corner. A car 
was coming as I got to the corner and I 
got on, paid my fare to town. At the big 
station no ene would notice me . . . 

I was nervous standing in line to get my 
ticket, but after the bus was called I was 
all right and decided it might be fun going 
on the express. I took a seat next the win- 
dow, and a little old lady sat down with me. 

She smiled. “Going far?” 

“San Francisco,” I told her and turned 
away. I didn’t feel like talking—to have 
to answer questions. I wanted to ery—I 
felt so lost and scared. But I bit my lips 
and stared out the window at the lights as 
the bus pulled out. 

[ tried not to think about what I would 
do when I got there. Ask the traveler’s aid 
where I could find a room, I suppose. And 
then find a job. I looked older than four- 
teen and could get something to do, I was 
sure. I knew, too, that there were homes 
where girls like me could go to have their 
baby. I’d read about it in a magazine, and 
about how good and kind the doctors and 
nurses were. But I'd think about that later! 
I huddled close to the window, fighting 
back the tears. 
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INALLY I began to feel drowsy. And 

the next thing I knew the little lady was 
shaking me, and as I blinked my eyes open 
[ saw that it was getting daylight. “We'll 
be in San Francisco soon,” she smiled. 
“Thought maybe you'd like to freshen up.” 

“San Francisco.” I said stupidly. “I—I 
didn’t think—” I’d meant to get off and 
now it was too late . . . I went back and 
washed my face and combed my hair, and 
I felt better. Probably won’t make any 
difference. I thought bitterly. Maybe Mom 
and Pete don’t even know I’m not there! 

“Someone meeting you?” the lady asked 
as I came back. 

I nodded. Better let her think so than 
to have her fussing and wanting to help 
me. 

We were in the city now and I watched. 
fascinated. I’d never been up here before 
and everything looked so different. The 
small white houses on the far hills made 
me think of the Bible pictures I’d seen. 
And then before I knew it we were pulling 
into the station and everyone was standing 
in the aisle and pushing, eager to get off 
as soon as possible. 

I stood up with the rest, clutching my 
small bag, my knees shaking—terribly 
scared now that I was really here. As I 
piled off and stood for a second trying to 
figure out which way to go I felt a hand 
on my arm and looked up into the nice face 
of a lady in a blue suit. 

“Bette Morgan?” she said as though she 
knew without asking. 

Before I thought I had nodded. And then 
instantly I wished I hadn’t. I could have 
lied and said no. How could she have 
known my name? What had happened? 
She smiled and tucked her hand under my 
am. “You are to come with me, Bette,” 
she said quietly. “Everything is all right— 
don’t be frightened.” But her hand was 
firm and I knew it would be useless to try 
to jerk away and run. 

“Who are you?” I demanded, trying to 
keep my voice from breaking. “What do 
you want with me—what right—” 

‘Tm Lieutenant Fowler of the police 
force,” she smiled at me as though I were 
her friend. “We had orders, and your de- 
‘cription, from the Los Angeles police to 
meet this bus and look after you.” 

“What are you going to do with me?” I 
asked sullenly. “And why should the Los 
Angeles police want me—I haven’t done 
anything—you can’t!” By now we were out- 
side and I was being guided to a big black 
car that stood at the curb. 

“Please relax, Bette,” the soft voice went 
on. “You did run away. And your mother 
and father are frantic with worry—that’s 
all. You kids!” 

“You mean they’re coming after me?” I 
cried out. “But I can’t go back. You don’t 
understand—I’m in trouble and Mom 












IN A DAY 


“Il am a part-time Blair 
Dealer and have 75 satis- 
fied customers. I have 
made $31.85 in a day and 
have been able to pay 
bills I owed.’ 

Rev. T. M. Dixon, Ga. 
Exceptional Blair Dealer 











IN A DAY 


**l was hounded by bills 
until I started to sell 
Blair Products. They 
helped me get out of 
debt. I’ve made $20. 00, in a day and have 
about 225 customers.’ 

Mrs. Georgia Thomas, Mich. 

Exceptional Blair Dealer 


$42.9. HOUR 


“It is a pleasure to 
sell Blair Products. 
I have made up to 
$12.00 in an hour and 
as much as $25.00 in 
a day.”’ 

J. H. Ruffin, Ohio 
Exceptional Blair Dealer 
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RETAIL VALUE OF PRODUCTS $4.69 
PLUS CATALOG, SAMPLE sai! Coupon TODAY for 


CASE, PROFIT PLANS... 
j BLAIR, Dept. 14S, 


| TRIAL, plus Catalog and Money-Making Plans. 


these 5 Products Sent 
for FREE TRIAL! 
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Lynchburg, Va. 
Please rush Full-Size Blair Quality Products for FREE 





FREE 
TRIAL 


SEND NO MONEY! 


You can be just as happy and successful as the 
exceptional Blair Dealers above—and I'll help 
you prove it for yourself! I'll send you a val- 
uable Kit filled with full-size Blair Quality 
Products worth $4.69, retail value, selected from 
the vast Biair Line of over 200 important house- 
hold products (Flavoring, lovely Cosmetics, 
etc.) every home needs and uses every day of 
the year. Show friends, neighbors and relatives 
in full time or spare time, and you see how 
quickly they order from you. YOU MAKE 
BIG PROFITS on everything you sell. 


MAIL COUPON NOW for FULL-SIZE PRODUCTS 


SEND NO MONEY ! Simply paste coupon on 
postcard or mail in an envelope. We'll rush 
$4.69 worth of valuable full-size products for 
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tire big- profit Line of Home Necessities, and 
complete Money-Making Plans. No experience 
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necessary. Mail Coupon NOW 


BLAIR, Dept. 14ES, Lynchburg, Va. 





POEMS WANTED 


To Be Set To Music 
Send one or more of your best poems 
today for FREE EXAMINATION. Any 
Subject. Immediate Consideration. 
Phonograph Records Made 


CROWN MUSIC CO., 49 W. 32St. Studio 769,New York 1 








Be a Detective 


Make Secret Investigations 
Earn Big Money. Work home or travel 
Fascinating work. Experience Unnecessary 
DETECTIVE Particulars FREE. Write to 
GEO. T. N. WAGNER, 125 W. 86th St., N.Y. 





$102 WORTH 
Famous LONG-AID 

Products 
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eh YOURS- 
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Get this BIG, BEAU- 
TIFUL KIT full famous 
Keystone-Long-Aid cos- 
metics $10. 19 VALUE, for ONLY $1.00 (to 
help cover cost packing, handling, etc.) Just 
Show It and make BIG MONEY—$100—$200 
—$300—regularly, selling Keystone-Long-Aid 
products in spare time or full time! HERE’S 
WHAT YOU GET: 7 regular, full size pack- 
ages popular, nationally advertised products, 
including Long-Aid K-7, Bleach And Glow 
Cream... everything you need to start making 
money the day you receive your Kit. You need 
no experience—we show you HOW to sell. 
Take orders from friends, neighbors, relatives, 
members your church. Send $1.00 TODAY— 
with your name, address—for your $10.19 value 
Keystone Kit and full details, sent POSTPAID. 
NO C.0.D. Hurry! Offer Limited! 


KEYSTONE COSMETICS, DEPT. 2-3 
P, 0. BOX 2026, MEMPHIS, TENN. 















ANALYZE HANDWRITING 


MORE INCOME... MORE PRESTIGE 
gad Greater PERSONAL Success! 
U CAN learn how to identify character 
pa: personality traits from ordinary hand- 
writing. Fascinating home-study training: Man 
career opportunities for both men and ee ful 
or sparetime. Just send your name 
a FREE sample lesson and big illustrated catalog 
Free. No salesman will bother you. (State age) 
INTERNATIONAL GRAPHO ANALYSIS SOCIETY, INC. 
325 W. Jackson Dept. JN-124 Chicago 6, Ill. 


“With God 


ALL THINGS ARE POSSIBLE!” 


Are you facing difficult problems? Poor health? Money 
or Job Troubles? Unhappiness? Drink? Love or Family 
Troubles? Would you like more Happiness, Success and 
“Good Fortune” in Life? If you have any of these 
Problems, or others like them, dear friend, = here 
is yt ges NEWS of a remarkable NEW WAY of 
PRAYER that is helping thousands to glorious new 
cae and joy! And it may bring a whole new 
world of happiness and joy to you—very quickly, too! 


FREE To All Who Need Help! 


Just clip this message NOW and mail with your name 
and address (even a postcard will do). We will rush 
this wonderful NEW MESSAGE of PRAYER and 
FAITH to you by Return Mail. We will also send you 
a FREE copy of our magazine called FAITH which 
will show you exactly how to apply our wonderful 
NEW WAY of PRAYER in seeking God’s Guidance 
and Help in meeting your Problems. You will bless 
this day, Dear Friend, so don’t delay! If you would 
like more Happiness, Success and ‘‘Good Fortune’’ in 
life please send us your name and address NOW! 


LIFE STUDY FELLOWSHIP 
Box F-5219 NOROTON, CONN. 
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care. She doesn’t love me. She 
[ couldn’t even tell her about 
this—she wouldn’t take time to listen—” 
the words tumbled out on a sob. “I—I 
in’t go back!” I was crying now and Lieu- 
tenant Fowler reached across to pat my 


doesn't 


never has. 


Cry all you want,” she said gently. 
And let’s wait and talk about this later, 
shall we?” 
Where you taking me?” I sobbed 
Not to jail, are you!” I wondered sudden- 
ly why I'd thought that running away was 
such a good idea. 

No, Bette,” the soft voice broke into my 
houghts. “I’m taking you to Juvenile Hall. 
And your parents are flying up. They 
should be here in a little while.” She 
suided the car to a parking place. 


'HE building looked like any other in 

the block, so when Lieutenant Fowler 
turned to me and said, “Come, Bette,” I 
followed her without a word. Inside it was 
lifferent. An officer was sitting behind a 
huge desk where we went in, and I saw 
nother through the door to the next room. 

You lied to me!” I broke away from her 
hand. “You said you wouldn’t take me to a 
il P 

What’s the matter, young lady?” A 
pleasant voice asked. The officer looked at 
ne kindly. “Sit down here, please.” He 
indicated a chair near his desk. There was 
iothing for me to do but obey. But when 
Lieutenant Fowler sat down near me I felt 
nuch better. 

I’m Captain Bennet,” he said. And I 
iw that he was looking at me as though 
naybe he felt kind of sorry for me. “Do 
ou want to tell me about it?” he asked. 
[t might make it easier for all of us when 
your parents come if we knew a little about 

ir trouble.” His voice was soft and it 
nade me know he wouldn’t do anything to 
hurt me 

They—Mom 
1¢ [ burst out, tears stinging my eyes 
vain. “He isn’t my father. My own Daddy 
lied a couple of years ago—and Pete hates 

it was all tumbling out now. Cap- 
iin Bennet nodded as though he under- 


nobody loves me or wants 


rood 
Apparently the same old pattern.” he 
iid. turning to Lieutenant Fowler. 
No!” I couldn’t let them think that. 
No. they never were exactly mean—it was 
that Mom works and she’s so busy and 
own Daddy was sick so long she never 
iad any time for me—and then Jimmie 
ume [ stopped, out of breath. 
‘Who is Jimmie?” Lieutenant Fowler 
isked gently. “A boy you loved?” 
No!” The word shot 
hought I did—but now—I hate him.” 
Little by little I blurted out the whole 
story, not even minding that Captain Ben- 
net heard, because his grey eyes were so 
kind. he made me think of a nice gentle 
doctor. “I—I can’t go back. I won’t—” I 
ut. “You won’t make me, will you?” 


from me. “I 


cried ¢ 
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He didn’t reply for a second. And just 
then a young officer came in and said, 
“Captain Bennet. Mr. and Mrs. Stearns 
are here.” 

Captain Bennet nodded. “Show them in.” 

“Oh, Bette! How could you! What were 
you thinking of—’ Mom cried out the 
minute she saw me. “You should be taken 
home and spanked—I’m so ashamed,” she 
said, her voice snapping like a whip. Her 
face looked old, somehow. but her eyes 
were blazing in anger. 

Captain Bennet rose. “Mrs. Stearns,” he 
said real polite-like, but you knew he 
meant it, “please be seated.” And he mo- 
tioned her and Pete to a couple of chairs. 

“Now let’s do a little talking,” he 
smiled. “Maybe, Mrs. Stearns, I can an- 
swer your questions better than Bette can.” 
And he started telling them all the things 
I’d told him. When he told about Jimmie 
and me I saw Mom stiffen, and she grabbed 
at the arms of her chair as though she 
were afraid of falling—and her face got so 
white and funny-looking. and I thought she 
was going to cry. 

“Bette,” she moaned. “How could you— 
I can’t understand! Why, you’re just a 
little tramp—” she was shouting at me, 
shaking her fist. “And Jimmie too—TI can’t 
believe it. He seemed such a nice boy—” 
She dabbed at her eyes. 

“Now just a minute, dear,” Pete inter- 
rupted. “Stop talking to Bette like that. 
Jimmie, yes, he was older and he’s been 
around. And he’s going to hear from me, 
and plenty! And if it’s true as Bette fears. 
that she’s pregnant, he’s in real trouble. 
Only she’s too young to marry—” Pete 
sounded angrier than I’d ever heard him. 
and all shook up. 

“But let’s try to be fair about this,” he 
went on more quietly. “Bette is to blame, 
too—without meaning to be or realizing. 
in her innocence, how her too-loving ways 
could lead a boy on. Remember. Della, 
how she acted towards me at first? I knew. 
of course, that she didn’t understand what 
she was doing—but that’s why I started to 
keep away from her.” He didn’t look at 
me—lI couldn’t have stood it if he had. And 
I felt my face burn with shame as he 
talked. 

Pete turned to Mom. “Della, I know 
you'll hate me for saying this—but I think 
a lot of the blame for all this rests on your 
shoulders,” he paused, got up and went 
over and stood by her—almost as though 
he wanted to protect her from what he had 
to say. “I’ve never had a daughter, but I’m 
sure I’m right when I say that more than 
anything else a girl needs her mother— 
and her mother’s love and understanding, 
and interest.” 

He slipped an arm Mom’s 
shoulders. “Give up your job dear. It has 
no importance compared with Bette’s hap- 


around 


piness. She needs you now. Stay home and 
teach her to cook and keep house, and let 
her confide in you—and love her. Della. 
She’s your child—love her!” 


He smiled at me then. “Bette, I know 
you’ve thought I didn’t like you. But I 
really love you as though you were my 
own. It was just that you were too eager 
for affection,” his face flushed a little. But 
I knew what he meant. And then he went 
on gravely, “Bette, I want you to know no 
matter what has happened your mother 
and I are right with you, loving and taking 
care of you.” 

My heart felt as though it were going 
to burst with happiness as he talked. He 
did love me! And maybe Mom did, too. I 
waited, and in a moment she came over and 
put her arms about me. “Pete is right,” 
she said softly. “I can see it now. Of course, 
Bette, I’ve always loved you. I just took it 
for granted that you knew. But for years 
there’s been so many things crowding in— 
so little time left over.” 

They talked for a long time, Mom and 
Pete and Captain Bennet and Lieutenant 
Fowler. And they encouraged me to talk, 
too—and to be sure everything was 
straightened out in my mind. 


HE first thing Mom did when we got 

back home was to make an appointment 
with Dr. Porter to see me. And the next 
thing was to hand in her resignation at the 
store. 

Dr. Porter was kind—not shocked like 
I'd thought he’d be. “Well, Della,” he said 
when he'd finished the examination. “I’m 
happy to tell you that Bette is not preg- 
nant. She’s a little run-down. And appar- 
ently she’s taken cold and that has upset 
her rhythm. We'll give her some shots and 
I’m sure she'll be back on the beam at her 
next period. Shock and fear,” he went on, 
“can sometimes cause this to happen, too.” 

Mom and I both cried on the way home 

and Mom talked to me, explaining things 
she never had before. And that night she 
kissed me—just like I'd dreamed. 

Tt was heaven having Mom home, and on 
Saturdays and after school doing things to- 
gether. Sometimes she’d let me cook the 
dinner—and Pete—Dad—as I wanted to 
call him now, was always so sweet about 
praising me and saying how delicious 
everything tasted. And Mom talked to me, 
too, and tried to help me overcome my feel- 
ing of not belonging—so after while I be- 
gan to try to be more friendly—and when 
I did I found that the kids were friendly 
with me. 

But most wonderful of all—one day Ted 
Noland, one of the most popular boys in 
school, asked me for a date. 

“I'd like to go with you,” I told him 
simply, looking into his nice dark eyes. 
“Come a little early,” I added proudly. “I 
want you to meet my Mom and Dad.” 

That’s the way it should be, isn’t it! | 
know I’m happier than I’ve ever been. I'm 
learning so many new things, and doing 
things for Mom and Dad and feeling we 
are a family together. All of us sharing 
and giving and loving. THE END 
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_.. The Girls Behind 
The Gangs 


(Continued from Page 40) 
d & 


Because of possible trouble with the police. 
these articles are usually not often worn 
during the day. 

If their brother group is fighting the girl 
group will usually fight with them, but only 
if the group with whom they are fighting 
has a girls’ auxiliary which is fighting too. 
These details are usually all decided upon 
before the fight in a meeting of war coun- 
cilors of the two groups. The councilors 
decide on where the fight will take place— 
usually in the neutral area between the 
two territories—what time, what weapons 
will be used, and how the fight will be 
started. If there are girl groups involved, 
their war councilors will be included in 
the meeting. The girl war councilors are 
usually hard, tough girls, girls who take 
pride in their fearlessness, girls who have 
areputation and enjoy it. 

Such a girl is Shirley. Shirley M. is 16. 
heavy-set with a well-developed figure and 
arich brown complexion. She wears sun- 
glasses, even at night, and when she wants 
toemphasize a point. she moves the glasses 
down on her nose so that she is looking 
directly at you. She smiles often when she 
talks, but it is not a friendly smile. She 
wears a dark skirt, so tight it is stretched 
at the seams, and dark stockings with san- 
dals. Her blouse is clean, although not 
freshly pressed. When not speaking she 
sits quietly, her hands folded on her lap. 

Shirley is a member of the Cougarettes. 
the girls’ auxiliary of the Black Cougars. 
the largest gang in one of the largest cities 
inthe country. In a group so big it requires 
six war councilors, she is the Chief Coun- 
cilor. Shirley is tough and much feared. 
and she has a reputation for being a “hum- 
bug.” Unlike many in similar positions. 
she doesn’t worry about keeping up with 
her reputation. she is too busy living it and 
enjoying it. Shirley fights often—she gets 
acharge out of it. Sometimes she wanders 
around in enemy territory, “just because I 
feel like it.” It’s like a colossal kind of 
dare; but she has never been attacked. 

Shirley became a Cougarette “junior” 
when she was 13; she joined less than two 
months after she had moved into Cougar 
territory. She admits that she didn’t tell 
her mother for almost two years after join- 
ing, and then only when her mother dis- 
covered her cape with the name of the 
group in large gold letters. Shirley’s rela- 
tionship with her mother is a strange one. 
Her father deserted the family when she 
was less than two years old, and her brother 
almost a year. In order to support the fam- 
ily her mother had to take on two jobs, 
which left her no time for her family. 
Shirley and her brother actually grew up 








t without a mother. Yet she claims that she 


and her mother are very close, that she 
loves her mother dearly, that they spend 
hours talking, and that her mother ap- 
| Proves of her membership in the gang. 












Ruth Webb, Famous Beauty 


Consultant, Shows You How to 


MAKE BIG MONEY 
with 
COSMETICS! 





EASY PROVEN PLAN TO EARN 


*5O - *250 


In Just Your Spare Time! 


Ruth Webb knows the way to 
Make Big Money with Cosmetics. 
Now, she’ll share her secret with 
you, actually show you step-by- 
step how anyone can make really 
big money in spare or full time as 
the Lucky Heart Representative. 
It’s easy, it’s fun, it’s glamorous, 
as well as highly profitable to sell 
Lucky Heart, the exclusive quality 
line of exciting new cosmetics. 


Let Ruth Webb Help You Get 
Your Start With Lucky Heart 


Start earning now, right away. 
You need no experience. Age is no 
barrier. Thousands of folks just 
like you make big money in little 
time when they show and dem- 
onstrate exclusive quality Lucky 
Heart Preparations to their friends, 
neighbors and relatives — people 
they know and like. You'll get 
orders on sight, start making big 
money from the very first day. To 
get you started we will send you 
a $10 Cosmetic Display Kit Free 
on Trial. Use coupon below. Lucky 
Heart Cosmetics, Memphis 2, Tenn. 


» FREE OFFER COUPON - MAIL NOW! 


LUCKY HEART COSMETICS, Dept. 2) 
Memphis 2, Tennessee 


(CO Please send my $10 Cosmetic Display Kit Free on 
Trial. | agree to show it and take orders from 
friends and neighbors. 


() Please send me more information. 












































$10 DISPLAY KIT 


FREE vas. 
TRIAL 


: vit BAKING at Korte 


Baking is one of 
America’s high industries in wages. 
Not seasonable, but year ‘round good 
field for trained and experienced men. 
Thorough basic spare time home study 
course lays solid foundation. If you have 
the aptitude for this type of work, send for 
FREE Booklet, “Opportunities in Com- 
mercial Baking.” 
NATIONAL BAKING SCHOOL 
835 Diversey Pkwy., Dept. 3236, Chicago 14, Ml. 


NAME 
ADDRESS 
CITY. ZONE_.._.STATE__ 


CHILDLESS 


WIVES Wo BABIES! 


Li] i sim- 
ple easy-to-follow ovulation method (No Drugs) 
which has succeeded of cases tested. 




















WARNER COMPARY, Dept. T 


500 Robert St. St. Paul {, Minn. 























10 Kt YELLOW GOLD FILLED 
“rion DIAMOND RINGS 
TION 
Beautiful engagement & 
wedding ring set with $1.95 
— brilliant imitation dia- ) Each, oat Ww A N T E D 
monds. 10Kt YELLOW \ Both for | Songwriters, with publisher contacts, 





GOLD FILLED or Ster- 
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Actually she very rarely sees her mother, 
and then their conversation is usually lim- 
ited to groceries, clothes. or why Shirley 
should leave the gang. When she was 
picked up almost a year ago and held for 
five months charged with beating up a girl, 
he refused to see her mother at all, claim- 
ing, “It’s none of her business, why can’t 
she leave me alone and mind her own busi- 


” 


ness 


HESE then are the girls, the girls be- 
hind the gangs, the girls who help make 
gangs. These are the girls who 
hreaten the security of honest citizens, 
ho attack senselessly, who delight in the 
ura of fear that surrounds their group. 
Who are they, these girls who travel in 
wolfpacks, who roam the streets at night, 
these “handmaidens to violence,” as one 
newspaper called them? 
They are the Willas, the girls who are 
resigned, who join because they are forced 
they are the girls with talent, intelli- 
xence, both of which will be wasted, whose 
philosophy has been twisted into a “kill 
or be killed” way of thinking, whose feel- 
s have been blunted into a kind of numb- 
the girls who—because they have 
been forced into it—no longer care, no 


ip the 


ness 


longer feel. 
(nd they are the Bettys, the girls who 


are scared, who join the worst gang to 
prove to themselves, to try to convince 
themselves that they are not scared; the 
girls who are afraid they might say the 
wrong thing so they always stand near 
others so that they can be easily corrected; 
the girls who are scared they might lose 
their place of prominence in the gang, so 
they deliberately start a fight to prove their 
importance. What are they afraid of? 
Everything, anything—mostly themselves. 
They have nothing at all to feel secure 
about. 

And they are the Shirleys, the girls who 
actually enjoy their role, who enjoy the 
toughness, the hardness, the violence, the 
girls who were deprived of love and care 
at one time and so have convinced them- 
selves they don’t need it, have twisted their 
values so that they seem to thrive on the 
very opposite. 

These then are the girls, the products of 
the ghettos, of society, or our way of living. 
What future do they have? Very little. 
What hope for them? Almost none. For 
it’s not the girls but the society that’s at 
fault. 

And until the ghettos are removed and 
until teenagers are given something that 
they can take honest pride in, the street 
gangs—and the girls behind them—will 


continue. THE END 





What Will People Say? 


(Continued from Page 25) 


er and flung her little arms around me. 
\unt Judy’s here! My Aunt Judy’s here. 
She can play with us, too.” 
Janet Carter eyed me solemnly. “It’s 
uch too early for Laurie to go home. 
We’ve just begun to play.” 
“You and Laurie must get together again 
eal soon Janet.” I said cheerfully. 
“You can’t take her away and leave me 
ere all alone!” 
[ knew it would be senseless to argue 
ith her. As I tried to think of some easy 
ay for Laurie to say goodbye, a small, 
ind woman appeared in the doorway. 
“T’m Marion, the Carters’ new _ house- 
keeper,” she said to me in a quiet voice. 
[ explained to her that I had come for 
irie. She mentioned that the girls had 


enjoyed their afternoon together. Then she 


turned to Janet. “Your Daddy phoned, 
honey. He’s on his way home now.” 
Janet squealed with delight. I let Laurie 
have another turn on the swing, and by the 
time I coaxed her off again, it was nearly 
yur o’clock. We were saying goodbye when 
Janet shouted, “Here’s Daddy! Oh, Dad- 
!” She ran wildly through the flowerbeds 
nd across the lawn. 
lhey came back together, the tall, broad- 
houldered man with the scrawny child 
perched precariously on top of his head. 
‘Daddy brought us ice cream. Daddy, 
ke them stay and eat some with us.” 
He swung her gracefully down to the 
and pulled himself up straight. 


2rass 


© 


“Maybe if we ask them politely—a/ter you 
introduce Laurie’s aunt and me—they’ll 
stay because they want to.” 

I had seen Todd Carter in town often 
enough, but we had never been introduced. 
As Janet stumbled awkwardly with eti- 
quette. Todd’s strong, warm brown hand 
shook mine. He was handsome in a very 
boyish way, with a deep tan complexion 
and warm hazel eyes. He’s not as young 
as he looks. He has to be in his thirties, 
I found myself thinking. 

“Now will you stay, please?” Janet said, 
obviously sure that we would. The friendly 
look in Todd’s eyes told me that he would 
like it if we did. I smiled and nodded. 

Todd had the girls giggling happily as 
he dished out the ice cream. They gob- 
bled rapidly, then dashed out to play 
again. 

“Janet likes to have her own way—as 
you may have noticed. I’m happy that you 
and Laurie could stay. Janet gets so 
lonely.” I felt as if he had said, “I’m 
lonely, too,” as I caught the wistful expres- 
sion on his face. 

I was about to leave when Marion came 
in to tell Todd that Mrs. Carter would not 
be home for dinner. His frown deepened. 
Marion looked annoyed when he turned 
to me and said, “I'll be practically a bach- 
elor until the hospital bazaar is over.” 

We left as soon as Janet extracted a 
promise from her father that she could 
visit Laurie after school the next day. All 





to 
the way home, I tried to recall everything us 
I had ever heard about Todd and Ry) m 
Carter, while Laurie babbled happily abo yy 


her afternoon. What I knew wasn’t mu¢ sp 
The Carters were, of course, in the » ‘i 
drawer of Curryville society. Ruth Slay 
had always been “somebody.” 

On the surface, the Carters “had eye) h 
thing.” But just now, I remembered on : , 
that Sue had said, “All that glitters jg m 


ten 


gold. I wouldn’t change places with Ry #' 
Carter for a million dollars.” Cominp bas 
from Sue with all her ambitions, | He 

an 


surprised at the time. But just a few wee 
later I heard Harry tell her that he hg “* 
seen Ruth Slater with another man oJ 
in Corvet City, just twenty miles away, § 
had said dully, “She ought to know hed‘? 
than to play with fire so close to the fy [ whe 
Poor Janet.” and 

Poor Todd! I thought with an ach} H 
couldn’t explain to myself. I underspg "2 
the forlorn look in his eyes then. My hey talk 
didn’t seem to care that Todd’s loneling ™*! 


hea 


was none of my business. as fi 
It was easy to see how much Todd a} A 
his daughter loved each other. But I cof 


tell, too, that Todd loved Janet too my T 
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to give in to her all the time. Janet was 
ysed to getting her way with both her 
mother and housekeepers by throwing furi- 
ous temper tantrums. She pretty 
spoiled child, but [I couldn’t help loving 
wild 


was a 
her. Underneath her bossiness and 
temper, there was a sweetness and an inno- 
cence that tugged at my heart even when 
she made me angry. 

Like the time I went after Laurie over 
at the Carters and Janet locked her in the 
basement. “She’s staying for supper, no 
matter what you say! She’s all locked up 
and I hid the keys!” The big hazel eyes 
were bright with defiance. 

Laurie’s muffled wails 
heart. She was terrified of dark. 
spaces. I was about to rush into the house 
when I saw Todd pull up. Quickly. I ran 
and told him what happened. 

His eyes were hard-looking with sudden 
set upstairs. Go 
down.” He 


ripped at my 


closed-in 


anger. “I have another 
talk to Laurie until I come 
rushed inside and I went around the back 
as fast as I could. 

A few minutes later, I held a pale. quiv- 
ering child in my arms. 

“I—I can’t tell you how 
Laurie.” Todd said softly. 
and worried. His eyes met mine then and 
I felt the bond that had been slowly grow- 
ing between us. He liked me, 
then. It?s not just my imagination! 

Out of the corner of my eye. I saw Janet 
on the lawn of a neighbor, three houses 
away. Even at that distance. I could tell 
how unhappy she was about what she had 
done. Todd’s glance followed mine and his 
jaw set in a hard line. 

“Janet. come here at once!” 

“Daddy. if you spank me. drown 
myself!” she screamed. Todd 
stepped toward her. she turned and began 
racing toward the river! 

My heart thudded. 
pered in my tired arms. I started to hurry 
after Todd. I wanted to plead with him 
to promise not to spank Janet. “Todd. 
please promise!” terrified be- 


sorry I am. 


his eyes gentle 


I was sure 


Pi 


and as 


Laurie still whim- 


I shouted. 
cause Janet was very capable of throwing 
herself into the river in her present hyster- 
ical state, 

Todd didn’t hear me. 
toward Janet. but the distance 
them didn’t seem to narrow much. 
was only a few 
river! 

And then she fell. Her trapped, 
screaming filled the air as Todd caught 
up with her. He spanked her severely 
and she cried uncontrollably as he carried 
her back to the house and set her on the 
ground outside the back door. I noticed 
then that Marion was standing there watch- 
Ing-us. She took the child inside and 
slammed the door. 

Todd’s face was ashen. 
sick over 


He kept racing 
between 
She 
from the 


hundred feet 


wild 


I knew he felt 
He 


the whole episode. was 


hard and he swallowed as if it 
“T just can’t take it when she 
threatens to drown herself. 


breathing 
hurt him. 
She’s discov- 
ered that this particular threat works bet- 
tantrum—with Ruth 
She'll be loaded with sweets 
And the 


women will glare daggers at me for being 


ter than any temper 
and Marion. 


and gifts for the rest of the day. 


so mean!” 
“Oh. Todd 
I heard my heart in my voice and felt 


* | whispered, then stopped 


self-conscious. 3ut when his met 


understood that I knew he 
wanted to do only what was good for Janet. 


eyes 
mine. I saw he 


Laurie had fallen asleep in my arms. 


Todd stroked her damp cheek gently. His 
hand brushed over mine and my heart 
thudded' wildly. “Come.” he said in a 


then, “Ill drive you home so 


shaky 


you won't have to disturb her.” 


voi e 


Todd placed Laurie tenderly on the back 


seat of his car. “I hope she'll forgive 
Janet for this. Janet really loves her.” 

“Of course Laurie will. forgive her. 
Todd. Please don’t feel so badly about it. 
Children do these impulsive things—” my 


voice broke as I saw the soft look he gave 
me. 
understanding.” he said 


“You're very 


quietly. “Ruth seems to forget how much 
a child needs understanding and love. Or 
know that she missed 


child.” 


because he 


maybe she doesn’t 


them too, as a He stopped. as 
had re- 
“Ruth 


in her 


though embarrassed 


vealed more than he intended to. 
tries very hard to be a good mother 
own way. But she doesn’t have much time 
for Janet, it seems, and housekeepers don’t 
make substitute He 


sighed deeply. “But the bazaar will be over 


always mothers.” 


soon and then the three of us are going 


away for a vacation. Janet can hardly wait. 
and I’m sure having her mother around for 
whole days at a time will make all the dif- 
ference in the world.” 

For how 
painful lurch. I 
much my life seemed to hinge on my brief 


long? my heart asked with a 


suddenly realized how 
meetings with Todd Carter. 

didn’t dare ask how long they would 
I couldn't trust 


to say that Laurie would miss little 


voice 
Janet. 


be away. even my 
Todd carried Laurie inside and placed her 
on the sofa. 
he is! J him, to 


again the brush of his flesh against mine. 


How gentle and yet how strong 


yearned to touch feel 


Please go right away! my guilty conscience 


screamed, and I guess Todd heard it in- 


stead of my heart. 


“Goodbye. Judy,” he said softly and 
went out. 
UST as I expected, the little girls 


quickly forgot the whole episode and 
were the best of friends the next day at 
nursery school. 

The bazaar ended on a Thursday night. 
The next day when I picked Laurie up at 
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nursery she told me that Janet’s Daddy 
to come and get her right after school 


had 


started 

My heart sank. I forced myself to speak 

“Perhaps they’re going away on 
vacation today. Remember Janet 
told they were- going away when her 
mother finished her work for the bazaar?” 

Laurie looked at me wide-eyed. “But 
Janet screamed for her Daddy to come for 
her. Marion wanted to take her home but 
she kicked her. Janet said that her mother 
had gone away without her and she was 
afraid her Daddy might leave her, too. We 
ill started to ery with Janet and Miss Ames 
had to call Janet’s Daddy. He came right 
iway and they went home together.” 

[ gave her a little hug. It turned out 
that she was a very accurate reporter. We 
had hardly gotten home when Todd called. 
He said that Marion had packed a lunch 
ind he wondered if Laurie and I could join 
him and Janet in a picnic and a boatride 
river. “Ruth was so beat after the 
bazaar ended that she felt she should get 
off by herself just to get a good rest. Of 


calmly 


their 


on the 
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course, Janet is quite upset so I took the 
day off to take her mind off her disappoint- 
ment. I think it would help her a lot if 
you and Laurie could come.” 

It wasn’t until we were in Todd’s boat 
that I felt a twinge of guilt. [’m not sorry 
Todd’s staying behind at all! Janet was 
a little pale, but she seemed cheerful. I 
admired Todd then. He must have been 
able to console her after her terrible out- 
burst of anguish this morning. 


T WASN’T until we finished eating and 

the children were playing happily out 
of earshot that Todd spoke of his wife. “I 
can’t blame Ruth, really,” he said, but the 
tone of his voice told me that he couldn’t 
understand her being able to hurt Janet so 
deeply. 

He went on quietly, “No, Ruth can’t be 
blamed. From the day she was born she’s 
been forced into a mold and no one ever 
seemed to notice or care that she didn’t fit 
the mold. Marrying me just turned out to 
be more of a wrong-fitting mold, I guess.” 
He laughed harshly, as if to keep from cry- 
ing. “Ruth needs a rest from everything 
and everyone. A rest, and a fine fling at 
romance and excitement. She really does. 
She doesn’t need me or—” 

“Todd, don’t torture yourself like this! 
You have every right to be angry!” The 
words popped out before I could stop them. 
I was glad I hadn’t as his hand reached 


out and covered my own. My fingers 
burned in the gentle caress. 

Then he drew his hand away. He 
smiled self-consciously as he said, “I 


wasn’t this noble and understanding with 
Ruth last night when she dropped her 
little bombshell about going away alone! 
I blew up like a volcano. I’ve cooled off 
since. But at least one issue is settled 
we've agreed to get a divorce.” 

He mistook my look of surprise as one 
of reproof. “It can sometimes be for the 
best, Judy. even when children are in- 





volved.” 

Todd’s quiet announcement wasn’t one 
that I censured—far from it! For the first 
time, I felt free to acknowledge to myself 
the depth of feeling Todd stirred in me. 
It’s all right to love him! I thought grate- 
fully. Maybe one day I can make up for 
the way he’s suffering now. 

“Ruth has wanted a divorce for a long 
time.” he said sadly. “I fought it for 
Janet’s sake. It’s only since I met you, Judy, 
that I wanted a divorce for my own sake— 
to be free to tell you that I care—” he 
stopped, knowing as I did that it was too 
soon. My fingers pressed his hard and he 


smiled . . . we both wanted everything to 


be right. He went on, “Anyway, Ruth is 
through stalling. She agreed to give me 
custody of Janet last night—on the condi- 
tion that I don’t fight the divorce or stir up 
any of her scandalous affairs. She doesn’t 
realize that I would never do anything to 


hurt Janet—and a messy divorce case 
would.” 

“Todd,” I said after thinking about jt 
for a while, “does it help at all for vou to 
know that I love you?” 

I heard him catch his breath and my 
heart soared. 

“T’m nearly thirty-three, sort of set jp 
my old-fashioned ideas—” 

“ll be eighteen in October—and I love 
all your old-fashioned ideas!” I said quick. 
ly and we both laughed. The rest of the 
afternoon flew by as all enchanted mo. 
ments do. We talked about the future 
mostly. I told him about my art scholar. 
ship and he was pleased. It seemed best 
for each of us to go on with our separate 
lives and plans until— 

Until we can belong together! The 
dream of being Todd’s wife was uppermost 
in my mind from then on. It hurt that | 
couldn’t feel his lips on mine, and his arm: 
around me now. But I could be patient, 
And so could Todd. We wanted everything 
to be right for our sakes, for Janet’s. When 
Ruth came back from her present “spree.” 
she would go to Reno for the divorce. She 
would announce it to her parents and to 
the public when it was an accomplished 
fact. 


UTH’S spree ended sooner than we 

expected. She was back on Wednes 
day morning. She picked up Janet at nurs 
ery school for the first time. She came 
again for her the next two days. each time 
taking her to the zoo or a movie. Janet had 
no time, it seemed, for Laurie, and I had no 
excuse to see Todd. I was lonely and u- 
happy as the afternoons dragged by inter- 
minably. On Friday, Laurie told me that 
Janet and her Mommy were going away on 
a vacation together, and while I wanted to 
be glad for Janet’s sake, I couldn’t help 
thinking, Why now, when everything has 
been settled between her and Todd? 

[ was so wrapped up in thoughts of 
Todd that Mom had to remind me that | 
had to go down to the art school in Boston 
by the end of June to sign up for my fall 
courses. “Dad’s never busy in the shop 
on Thursday. Why not go then? You 
might go down early in the morning and 
take in a show and come back on the late 
train. You haven’t had much time to enjoy 
yourself this summer.” Mom’s eyes were 
concerned, and I guess she had noticed how 
preoccupied I’d been lately. I quickly 
agreed to Thursday. 

I was finished at art school at elever- 
thirty. I walked down the steps. wonder 
ing what I would do all afternoon, since! 
told my parents I would come home 
the evening train. I decided to get a papt 
to see what shows were playing. As Mom 
said, there was no sense going into Bost 
without doing something. I hurried towat! 
the newsstand on the corner. 

“Hi, Judy!” 

“Oh, Todd, what are you—” 
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He looked 
like a cat who had eaten a whole flock of 
canaries. I slid in beside him as he opened 
the car door for me. “I couldn’t resist see- 
ing you away from Curryville 


I stopped as I saw his grin. 


once Laurie 
mentioned to Janet that you were coming 
down. You—you don’t mind, do you?” 

Mind? I felt as if every single star in 
the sky had been placed in my hands for 
awhile. A little while—it’s true, but when 
had Todd and I ever been alone like this? 
Vever! Words of love bubbled to my 
throat. I slid closer and leaned my head 
on his shoulder. “Oh. Todd. I’m so happy 
that you did!” 

We had lunch together at a sidewalk 
cafe, laughing like a couple of kids truant- 
ing for their first time. and eager to make 
the very most of it. We window-shopped. 
holding hands. clothes 


choosing merrily 


for each other, selecting the furniture for 
the home we would have some day. Dear 


God, thank you for this perfect day with 
Todd, I murmured fervently. Because it 
was really perfect—and maybe God made 
itso perfect because He knew there could 
only be this one. 

In midafternoon dropped into a 
movie. We stayed through the stage show 
and half the movie when Todd suggested 
weleave. “I know a perfect spot for a pic- 
nic supper. about twenty miles out of town. 
We can buy sandwiches and stuff and go 
out there. Then I'll put you on the evening 
train.” 

The spot was delightful. with tall pines 
hiding all but patches of the blue sky. We 
pienicked on a grassy bank above a small 
pond. Except for the birds overhead. we 
were completely alone. Todd said it was 
his favorite spot whenever he was troubled. 

We both ate heartily. Our talk was light 
and carefree. As we watched the sun set. 
Todd stared at the hues and 
aid, “I never dreamed [ would find peace 
again. I have since I met you, Judy.” 

He never looked more boyish. de- 
fenseless. and with a small cry I went into 
his arms. “I love you. Todd,” 
shamelessly. 


we 


gorgeous 


more 


I whispered 
“T love you very much.” 
“Judy.” he said huskily. 
hair and neck. “Judy, you’re an angel. I 
think God each day a thousand times that 
ll soon be free!” He buried his face in 
ny neck and I clung fiecely to him, feeling 
ny love exploding inside me like a 
living force. 


caressing my 


huge. 


His lips found mine then. His fiery kiss 
emed to sear my heart. and burn out all 
thought, all conscience. “Todd.” I sobbed. 
‘Oh, Todd darling!” His arms tightened 
‘round me as tears ran down my cheeks. 


“Judy, I wouldn’t hurt you for the 
world—” 

“L love you, Todd.” 

His body tensed, as if he fought for 


‘trength to pull away for my sake. I need 
‘ou, darling! Just as you need me! My 
heart thudded violently. drowning out all 
‘aution, We belong together! 


He gave a small choking cry. then his 


The sky was a 
marvelous deep purple that seemed to 
catch the two of us into it, blending us into 
one with the joy of love and belonging. 
“Tt’s all right, Todd. We 
gether.” I murmured as I saw 
into his face. 
yourself.” 


arms tightened around me. 


to- 
agony 


belong 
the 
come “Please—please don’t 
blame 

He cupped his hands around my face. 
“Judy, it is my fault. F 

“T love Todd.” 

“Thank Judy.” 
in his right cheek. He 
feet, then held out his hand to me. 
up. stood beside him. 


I—I’m so sorry- 
you, 
you, A muscle jerked 
stumbled to his 
I got 
“We'll marry as soon 
as Ruth gets the divorce.” 

[ pressed his hand tightly in mine. I 
couldn’t bear to see the terrible sadness in 
his face. Then he held me tightly 
felt his love in the racing 
and I felt whole. “We’ll start 
now so you won't miss that train.” 

We 


the small suburban station. 


for a 
long moment. | 
ot his heart. 


both quiet as he drove me to 
My eyes filled 
“Don’t cry. 


were 


with tears as [ said goodbye. 


Judy. Soon we'll be man and wife. I love 

you so.” 

(THOSE words, the memory of Todd’s 
embrace. and the promise of the future 


were what kept me going those next few 
days. On Saturday I read in the Curry- 
ville Gazette that Mrs. Ruth Slater Carter 


and daughter Janet were expected back on 
Sunday. 
I was breakfast on 
It was Todd 
and the 
clutch 
Corvet 
“Tm 


having a leisurely 
Monday when the phone rang. 
called 
anxious note in his voice 
my throat. “Can 
City. Judy?” he 


here now 


he never me at home 


made me 
you meet me in 


asked 


it’s terribly 


hurriedly. 
urgent.” 

I agreed quickly. and hung up. I stopped 
from shorts to 


only long enough to change 


a dress. I raced to the bus stop, my heart 
What could have happened to 
Todd call like this? 

I saw his car as soon as the bus pulled 
in. He said he would he 
ner of Main and Elm. 
One 


very upset. 


pounding. 
make 
in it. at the cor- 
I jumped in quickly. 
look at his face told me that he was 
He pulled away from the curb 
as soon as I got in. 
I waited fearfully 


what was wrong. 


for tell 


It was much worse 


him to me 
than 


“Someone Boston. 


I expected. saw us in 
Ruth came back late last night. and we 
had a dreadful row. She made all kinds 


of insinuations about 


Judy! 


about you and me. 
threatened to fight for 
oh. I 


She Janet’s 


custody because of don’t mean to 


make you feel bad. I just wanted to tell 
you we must be extremely careful. that 
we don’t do anything to give her more 

more ammunition. I hurled some pretty 
awful things about her own conduct 

something I never did before—and told 
her I was ready to fight fire with fire. Then 


I slammed out of the house and came over 
a hotel. I think the 
I heard Janet crying 
as T slammed out of the house. 


here and stayed in 
worst of it was that 


I don’t care 


| 


Le 
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ibout Ruth. But, Janet—I don’t want her 

torn apart—or to know anything that 

pe — won't let Ruth soil your 

:ame—ruin your life. Judy. I'd do anything 

to keep ‘ee from hurting you. You know 
t don’t you, sweetheart?” 

"cation! I began to cry softly. I 
looked at his anguished face, knew how 
nuch he wanted to hold me close but dared 
not. We might be seen together. “Tl do 
itever you think best, Todd. I—I love 
very much!” I sobbed. 

He swallowed as if it hurt him. “Thanks, 
Judy.” We parted a few minutes later, to 
ict like strangers from then on whenever 


Wile 


vou so 


ve met 

staggered blindly off the bus and hur- 
ied home. I moved around the clusters of 
the people in the street, hardly aware of 
their intent talking. Then I heard a wom- 
in mutter, “Missing since last night—and 
they live right on top of the river. I heard 
they'll start dragging if she doesn’t turn up 


yy noon 
| whirled around. “Missing—who’s miss- 
[ nearly screamed aloud. 
The little Carter girl, old Slater’s 
sranddaughter,” someone answered. with- 


ut looking at me. 

[ stood petrified to the spot. “Janet Car- 
er?” I asked in a trembly voice. Dear 
heart cried as I recalled 
fodd’s words: I heard Janet crying as I 
slammed out of the house! As someone 

imbled that Janet Carter was the one, I 
elt as all the blood went out of my head. 

[ went down in the street to get away 
rom my bitter loneliness. The clusters of 
eighbors were moving up toward Chest- 
wut Bank. They must be going to drag the 


rod, no! my 


nou ij 
[ prayed hard, sometimes incoherently, 
s I fought to keep the frightful images out 
Little Janet, darling little de- 
int Janet—I had tears in my eyes as I 
nt down to school for Laurie. 
[ heard the ambulance screaming at five 


1f my mind. 


1 


lock. [I couldn’t stand it any longer. I 


iid Laurie it was time to go home. I saw 
Vrs. Naughton on our corner. I[ gave 
Laurie money for ice cream and_ she 


lashed happily inside the candy store. 

Is—is she all right?” I asked Mrs. 

ughton. 

The middle-aged face was wan. My heart 
“They—they 
in a boat— 
They rushed 
We can 


elt icy hands clutching it. 

lon’t know. They found her 
ybe she fell off the pier. 

her unconscious to the hospital. 
ly pray now—” 

{t least she’s alive! Thank you, God! 
But the news wasn’t good all 
the rest of the day. Janet had a fractured 
skull. She had laid in the boat since some- 
time in the night. There was little hope. 
My heart ached for Todd and I prayed for 
him and for Janet. 


{ murmured. 


r JHE 


confirmed. 


next day my deepest fears were 
The newspaper reported 


2 


that the child could not have fallen to the 
boat. She had apparently climbed a fence 
and jumped! “The anxious parents keep 
a twenty-four hour vigil, taking their meals 
in the hospital, even sleeping there.” My 
eyes stung with tears, as I followed the ac- 
counts in the papers, listened to the chatter 
of neighbors. “Such devoted parents, such 
a devoted couple,” everyone was exclaim- 
ing until I thought I would die of pain. 

“If Todd and I hadn’t had that day of 
stolen love—then he and Ruth wouldn't 
have quarreled violently—and Janet would 
never have had this horrible accident!” 
My conscience screamed until I thought I 
would go insane. Deep down. I knew my 
reasoning was true. 

A week later. Janet was rushed to a 
Boston hospital for 
She had come out of the coma, 
Todd and Ruth went down to 
Boston, too. Desperate hopelessness filled 
me. Todd would never be mine. We stole 
one perfect day—God willed we would nev- 
er have another. 

I dragged myself miserably around. try- 
ing to amuse Laurie as August got hot and 
humid. I blamed my unhappiness and the 
weather for the sickish way I felt most of 
the time. But in the second week of Aug- 
ust, the real, horrible truth hit me like a 
two-ton truck. Dear God, no! I wailed as 
the nausea hit me with a different, sudden 
strength and I raced to the bathroom. Aft- 


surgery. 
but she 


emergency 


was blind! 


erwards, my eyes roved over the calendar. 
counting the days in agony. 

Hope died by the end of that week. The 
desperation that filled me was a choking 
thing. On Friday. 
was sending a deposit for my room at a 


Mom mentioned she 


students’ house near the art school. For 
I stared at her blankly. 
what she was 


a long moment. 
as though [ didn’t know 
talking about. 

“Judy. 
showed in her eyes. 
toward me. 

“Nothing!” 
suddenly deserted me. 


what’s wrong?” Mom’s alarm 


her sudden movement 


I shrieked, as if reason had 


Then, collapsing 


in tears. I blurted. “I’m not going to art 
school. I’m having a baby.” I leaped to 


my feet, to run fast from her horrified, 
unbelieving stare, but dizziness caught me, 
and I felt myself plunge to the floor. 

I came to and all I heard was the sound 
of Mom’s weeping. I wanted to go over to 
her, to tell her I was sorry, but I was too 
weak. Next thing I knew, Sue and Dad 
were there, trying to comfort Mom, coaxing 
her to lie down and rest. I knew Mom must 
have called them and told them the truth, 
but I couldn’t even care. I lay there, weak 
and desperate. When Sue gave me a cold, 
hating look, 
I am having Todd’s baby—and he must 
never know! That was all I could think of 
then. 

I cried that night as I had never cried 


only wished I were dead. 


Now that I had told my family, 
I was carry- 
And Todd couldn’t know. 
It would kill him—to know and to be un- 
able to marry me now. 


before. 
the nightmare became real. 
ing Todd’s baby. 


‘UE was over first thing in the morning. 
She. too. had been awake all night — 
planning for me. Dumbly, I listened to 
her. She had studied the art school cata- 
logue. There were four terms a year, and 
each lasted about three months. I would 
go to art school as planned for the Sep- 
tember term. After Christmas, I would 
plead that illness in the family made 
necessary to miss the next term. I would 
go into a maternity home for unmarried 
mothers right there in Boston for three 
months. After I gave birth, I would sign 
away my baby for adoption and go back 
to art school. “It’s the only way! And 
no one here will ever know!” She sighed 
with relief as if the matter was all settled. 
Mom stopped crying and I saw a spark of 
hope in her eyes for the first time. 

“Sign the baby away—” I stammered. 

“Of course!” Sue’s eyes narrowed. “Do 
you think you can raise the baby without 
a husband? Why, think of us—for just 
one minute think of us! 

\Viom was crying again. “Judy, Sue is 
right. The shame would kill your father.” 

Sue dragged me off to my room. Her 
eyes narrowed and she said harshly, “Do 
you think you could bring an illegitimate 
child back here? Don’t you know the 
Slaters run Curryville? Do you think they'd 
stand for people’s wondering about the 
father and putting two and two together?” 

[ wished I were dead as something in 
Sue’s eyes told me she guessed. I dropped 
my eyes. the fight gone out of me. I 
couldn't shame Todd. I couldn’t care about 
Sue just then, but I did care about Todd. 
[ wouldn’t do anything to shame the man 
[ loved. I wouldn't have people talking 
about me. and then dragging his name in 
dirt. too. 

[ gave in. I did exactly as Sue ordered. 
[ wore the smocked dresses Mom made. 
[ stayed in Boston alone for Christmas. 
Vom wouldn't take a chance on my new 
figure escaping someone’s attention. Right 
after New Year’s I told Miss Burns. the 
school director, that I would have to miss 
a term because of illness at home. 

The next few months were long. The 
maternity home was full of mixed-up lonely 
virls like me. In February, I read that 
Janet was well again and back at home in 
I thanked God from the bottom 
of my heart. Just two weeks later, I read 
that Todd and Ruth were divorced, and 
custody of Janet was given to Ruth. /¢s 
my fault! 1 sobbed. It’s all my fault! 


Curryville. 


THE wind howled that night in March 
when I gave birth to my baby two weeks 
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Even in the middle of my 
But the birth 
dawn | 


early. pain, | 
begged God to let me die. 
was uncomplicated, and at 
birth to a six-pound boy. 
On the third day. Mrs. Wilson. my social 
worker. came into the ward and drew the 
curtain around my bed. I 
had brought my baby’s surrender papers. 
Isteeled myself to sign them as Mrs. Wil- 


gave 


was sure she 


son. a kindly, motherly person, looked at 
me gravely. “He’s very pretty, Judy. Boys 
aren't often so pretty.” 

J turned to the wall. Please, let’s get 


this over with quickly! I sobbed silently. 

“Judy.” Mrs. Wilson said in a voice that 
frightened me because it was so very gen- 
tle. so much like a plea to me to be brave. 

My eyes flew open as I turned and saw 
her wan face. “Your son has a defective 
heart valve. We can’t take the surrender 
now.” Tears stood in her eyes and she 
shook her head as though too weary to say 
another word, 

My lips moved, and vocal cords 
went tight as thin wire, but no sound came 
out of me. My chest seemed about to ex- 
plode with the screams held in. 
kind of pain, a selfless torture wrenched 
me. My poor baby—the baby 1? was will- 


my 


A worse 


ing to sign away to strangers to save my- 
self from shame—my baby must suffer 


most for my sins! 
Mrs. Wilson told me I might help my- 
self and my son by seeing him. 
to visit him. Dr. 


arranging 
the hospital 
pediatrician. spent a long time explaining 
the nature of my son’s weakness. Why, it 
would be two or three years before they 
could think of operating to repair the de- 


Swenson, 


fective valve. 

I wept when he left me alone. The tears 
helped me to pull myself together. My 
baby needed a name. I called him Peter. 
heeause that was Dr. Swenson’s name. 
Please, God, help my little boy! 1 prayed 


feverishly. I saw him for the first time 
the next morning. So tiny, so pale—and 


inadim, painful way, he reminded me of 
little Janet. 

On the sixth day, 
maternity shelter. 


back to the 
I stayed there two more 
weeks, then went back to the student house 
ad in April I picked up at art school 
where I left off only three months ago. 
Three months—it seemed like a hundred 
years of Hell. I visited Peter each day. 
but only for a few minutes at a time. Some- 
limes he was in an incubator and I could 
oly watch him from outside the glass. 
Other days he was strong enough to be in 
+ bassinet and I was allowed to hold him 
or a bottle, 

Once I met Dr. Swenson in the nursery. 
It was in late afternoon and I wasn’t able 
to hold Peter at all. Peering into his in- 
cubator, my heart tightened. His lips 
‘eemed blue, his face too pale. “Please, 
Doctor, if I had money—and maybe I could 
get a lot of money on a loan 
have Peter operated on now?” 


I went 


would you 
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He put his arm around me and he shook 
his head. “I’m sorry. Peter couldn’t sur- 
vive surgery now.” 

“But when he’s stronger—maybe in a 
few years—does Peter have a good chance 
then?” I cried out as pain washed over me. 
Peter was so tiny—so blue—“I don’t want 
to be cruel. Believe me.” His eyes met 

and my heart sank. “I don’t think 
Peter will live a few years. I’m sorry.” 

[ let out a small choking cry and ran 
ut of the hospital. From that day on, I 
walked in dread. I spent every minute I 

ysuld near my baby son, and each day he 
eemed a little weaker. Only once in a 

hile was he strong enough for me to hold 

1 in my arms for a few minutes. I wor- 

| over him so that I hardly ate or slept. 
Only in my work at art school did I find 

release from my intolerable pain. 

Peter died in my arms on the last Sat- 

rday in May. Dr. Swenson put his arm 
ound me and led me out of the nursery. 
Your love kept him alive these two 

ths. my dear. Don’t blame yourself 

Peter’s death. He never had a chance.” 
[ walked the streets for hours, sobbing 

I lost track of time, of my direc- 
i At dusk, I stopped at a corner, pant- 
breathlessly. my heart still hammering. 

In the next block. I saw the large neon 

flicking on and off. Carter’s Cleaning 
e. All kinds of violent emotions be- 
snatching at my heart. Suddenly, I 
running forward, breathing raggedly 
rying hard. A tall. slender man was 
locking up the door under the neon 


‘Todd!” I screamed. “Todd, Peter is 
1!” The man turned, stammered some- 
I didn’t catch, then reached out his 

s and caught me before I fell. 
Judy! Oh. my Judy! I was afraid I 
ild never see you again!” His arms 
htened around me warmly, chasing the 

reatening black shadows away. 
[ began sobbing hysterically and Todd 
ypened the shop and led me inside. 
re I told him everything, and I saw 
pain in his eyes as I told him of the 
by son he would never know. “Judy, I 
ild have done anything to keep from 
rting you this way. How can I ever tell 
i how sorry I am? If I had known—” 
Please, darling, don’t torture yourself. 
There wasn’t anything anyone could do 
Peter.” As the words came out, I 
ew then that this was true, and that this 
all that mattered. I had deserved pun- 
hment, and I had endured the hardest 
nishment there can be. But God didn’t 
1ish Peter for my sins. God wanted my 
fant son as one of His angels. I was 
eginning to reconcile myself to my loss 

that moment. 

[t hasn’t been easy, and I know my heart 
| always ache for my firstborn. It has 
lped to share my sadness with Todd. 
But I’m glad that J didn’t complicate his 


difficulties with Ruth by running to him 
for help sooner. 

In my heart, I don’t blame my family. 
I understand how much they need to be 
accepted and respected in our small com- 
munity. I keep in mind that I hurt them 
terribly first, and hope that God will keep 
me from ever hurting them again. 

Just as I pray that I never hurt Todd. 
We’ve suffered terribly for our one stolen 
day last summer. We’re both stronger 
now, and more patient. Ruth is in Europe 
now, and Janet is staying with her Slater 


Ruth plans to marry thi 
fall and has tentatively agreed to let Tod; 


grandparents. 


have custody of Janet. As soon as sh 
returns from Europe, Todd plans to hay 
the custody arrangement changed legally 
Until this is done, we are keeping apart 
It hurts, but we know our love will lay 
forever and we can afford to wait a whik 
this time. Perhaps one day God will bles 
Todd and me with another son—we'll ¢ql| 
him Peter, and know in our hearts that his 
angel brother will help watch over hin, 


THE END 





Olive Recipes 


(Continued from Page 49) 


Noodle-Tuna-Olive Skillet. Add 1 tbsp. 
salt to 3 quarts rapidly boiling water. Grad- 
ually add 8 oz. medium egg noodles (about 
4 cups) so that water continues to boil. 
Cook uncovered. stirring occasionally, until 
tender. Drain in colander. 

Meanwhile, heat 2 thsp. olive oil or melt 
same amount of butter. Add 1 cup chopped 
chives and cook over low heat. stirring 
occasionally, 5 minutes. Add 2 tbsp. all- 
purpose flour and 1% tsp. oregano; blend. 
Gradually add 124 cups (large can) un- 
diluted evaporated milk and cook over low 
heat. stirring constantly until slightly thick- 
ened. Add 14 cup sliced pimento-stuffed 
olives, 2 cups (two 7-oz. cans) tuna. 
drained, salt and pepper to taste, and noo- 
dles; mix well. Cook 5 minutes. stirring 
frequently. 

Spanish Olive Rice. Heat 14 cup olive oil 
over low heat. Add 1 clove garlic, finely 
chopped, 1 medium-sized onion, thinly 
sliced, 1% cup chopped green pepper, and 
1144 cups (5-0z. package) packaged pre- 
cooked rice, and cook over high heat until 
lightly browned. stirring frequently. Add 
134 cups hot water. 2 cans (8-0z. each) 
tomato sauce and 1% cup sliced pimento- 
stuffed olives; mix well. Heat to boiling 
point. Cook and cover over medium heat 
10 minutes. Season with salt and pepper. 
Olive-Stuffed Fillets. Heat 2 tbsp. olive 
oil over low heat. Add 14 cup chopped 
celery and 1% cup chopped onions and 
saute until tender. Add 114 cups soft bread 
crumbs. 14 tsp. sage and 14 tsp. celery 
seed; continue cooking until crumbs are 
browned. Remove from heat and add 14 
cup light cream or top milk. 1 egg. slightly 
beaten, 14 tsp. salt and 14 tsp. pepper: mix 
well. Place one-fourth of stuffing mixture 
on 4 medium-sized fillets of sole and roll up 
jelly-roll fashion. Sprinkle with salt and 
pepper and place in shallow baking pan. 

Combine 14 cup melted butter or marga- 
rine, 1 tbsp. lemon juice and 1% cup sliced 
olives. Pour over fillets. Bake in moderate 
oven (350°) 20 to 30 minutes, or until fish 
flakes easily with a fork. 

Olive Meat Ball Kabobs. Combine 1 Ib 
ground beef chuck, % tsp. salt, dash of 
pepper. 14 tsp. garlic salt, 2 tbsp. finely 
chopped onion. 1 egg. slightly beaten and 


a 


14 cup fine dry bread crumbs; mix well 
Shape into 12 balls. Alternate meat balk 
12 small potatoes, cooked. and 18 olives 
6 skewers. Brush with 2 tbsp. olive oil 
Broil 3 to 4 inches from source of heat 3+ 
5 minutes on each side, or until meatball 
are done. 
Spanish Olive Pork Chop Casserole. He: 
2 thsp. olive oil; add 4 loin pork chop: 
about °4-inch thick and cook until light) 
browned on both sides. Combine 1 cy 
rice. 2 cups chicken stock or bouillon, ! 
cup sliced olives, 14 cup finely chopped on. 
ion, 14 tsp. salt. 14 tsp. pepper: mix well 
Turn into shallow baking dish. Top wit 
chops. Cover and bake in moderate over 
(350°) 1 hour, or until chops and rice ar 
tender. 
Spanish Stuffed Veal Rolls. Heat 14 cw 
olive oil; add %4 cup finely chopped ce: 
ery, %4 cup finely chopped onion, 14 cy 
seedless raisins, and 14 cup chopped olive 
Cook over low heat. stirring occasional 
until celery is tender. Add 2 cups sof 
bread crumbs. % cup chicken stock « 
bouillon and 1% tsp. crushed red pepper: 
mix well. Combine 2 lb. ground veal, ! 
tsp. salt, 14 tsp. pepper, 14 tsp. basil an! 
1 egg, slightly beaten; mix well. Shard 
into six 5-inch square patties. Spread wil! 
olive mixture. Roll up jelly-roll fashion: 
seal edges. Place in lightly greased bakin 
dish. Bake in moderate oven (350°) £ 
minutes. Serve with Olive-Egg Sauce. 
Olive-Egg Sauce (makes about 2% cups: 





Combine 1 can (1014 oz.) condensed creat 
of celery soup, 1% cup milk, 3 hard-cooke! 
eggs, chopped, and 14 cup sliced olive 
Heat to serving temperature over low het 
stirring occasionally. 
Olive Salmon Loaf. Melt 3 tbsp. butter 
margarine over low heat; add 3 tbsp. Al 
purpose flour and blend. Gradually 
11%4 cups milk and cook until thicken 





stirring constantly. Combine white sav’ 
and 1 can (1 Ib.) salmon, drained, bon 
and flaked. 1 cup fine dry bread crumbs’ 
cup milk, % cup chopped olives. 2 thy 
finely chopped onion, 2 eggs, slightly bee 
en and 1] tsp. dry mustard; mix thoroug!! 
Turn into a greased 1-quart mold or Me 
pan. Bake in moderate oven (350°) 
hour, or until firm. Unmold and ga™ 
with sliced olives, as desired. 
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Not too hard ...not too soft...just right! 
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umbs.* Get DUKE . . . the new greaseless hair pomade that trains . HAIR PoMAry C06 
9 ths and holds your hair, no matter how wiry, in perfect place all day long. 
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Your future and the world’s--in your arms 
as a GRADUATE PRACTICAL NURSE 


LEARN PRACTICAL NURSING AT HOME IN ONLY 10 


SHORT WEEKS 


There are thousands of posi- 
for Graduate Practical Nurses begging to be filled 

ny in your own community. You can earn up to 
1 week as a Graduate Practical Nurse ... many of 
tudents earn much more. In a few short weeks you 
be able to accept your first cases. 


THERE IS ALWAYS A PLACE FOR YOU IN NURSING... 


@ 
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od times or bad, babies are born, people become ill 

1 are always needed. As a Graduate Practical 
e, you can enjoy security, independence and freedom 
1 money worries. 





YOUR AGE AND EDUCATION ARE NOT IMPORTANT... 
If you are between the ages of 17 and 65 you can be a 


PRACTICAL NURSE! 


A high school education is not 


necessary. Common sense and a desire to help others are 


far more important. 


LETTER AFTER LETTER ABOUT 
SUCCESS AS PRACTICAL NURSES 


“I took my patient 
to Illinois by Pull- 
man and back by 
airplane — I now 
get $56 a week.” 
M. K., Conn. 


“I received a 21 
jewel nurses watch 
from my first pa- 
tient.” 

A. M., Florida 


FILL OUT THE COUPON AND | WILL SEND TO YOU... 
FREE PRACTICAL NURSING BOOKLET AND LESSON SAMPLES 


SOSSHSOSSSSSSSSOSSSOSOSCOOOOOOSOSCOSEOSESESES 
POST GRADUATE SCHOOL OF NURSING 
Room 17C91 + 131 S$. Wabash Ave. * Chicago 3, Ill. 


Please rush my FREE Nurses Booklet and Lesson Samples. 
| understand there is no cost or obligation and no sales- 
man will call. 
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Room 17C91 


man will call. 


NAME 


POST GRADUATE SCHOOL OF NURSING 
* 131 S. Wabash Ave. * Chicago 3, Ill. 


Please rush my FREE Nurses Booklet and Lesson Samples. 
| understand there is no cost or obligation and no sales- 


“After being a 
school teacher, I 
took your famous 
course. I have had 
15 cases already.” 
M.L., Halifax, N.S. 





ADDRESS 
CITY 
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